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GENE’S FACE WAS VERY NEAR, HIS 
BREATH WARM AGAINST HER CHEEK... . 


I'm mad, Romy thought. I've no right to feel like 
this. He's married. I'm married . . . and I love Ste- 
phen. This terrible, overwhelming attraction must be 
strangled before its hold on me becomes too strong. 

“Thank you, I can manage now. Good night."’ 
She sat there rigidly, waiting for him to go. 

Gene met her gaze. “You're not going to sleep 
with all that muck on your face. You didn’t imagine 
I'd let you go to sleep without washing? 

“There, now you're all clean and beautiful."’ He 
leaned down and kissed her on the lips, lightly at 
first and then with increasing passion. 

““Gene!"" she gasped, twisting away from him. 
“Stop! They're coming . . .”’ 
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a Olivia O'Neill 
er's eyes had not adjusted to the dimness, then came on 
in the boy. Should he hide and frighten her into thinking he'd 
tun away? How worried she would be! How she'd chatter and 
scold when he showed himself! 

No, he decided reluctantly. Third Aunt had had a troubled 


“Have you brought me any food?"’ 

There was a sharp intake of breath: an utter stillness. 

“And who might you be?"’ exclaimed a deep, rough voice. 
A big burly ruffian with a closely shaven head, his belt stuck 
full of weapons, lunged forward and caught the boy by the 
shoulder. ‘*Hey, comrades, come here! Look what I've 
caught,” he shouted. 

“*Let me go. You're hurting!"* The boy squirmed like 
worm on a hook. Other men gathered round, staring at 
pigtail, his black embroidered jacket and silk rope. 

Their leader pushed his way through the throng. **Who 


are you doing here? Are you alone? Come on, answer 
won't eat you."’ He had a broad, weatherbeaten fi 
with deep creases about the eyes and a wide, lau 
He wore a stained and faded cotton tunic 
patch pockets, and a peasant’s beaded straw 
what held the boy's eyes was his cap—a shapeless gray bag 
te nant emg adomed with a single red star. 
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“*Lost your tongue, little grasshopper?’ said the bandit 


**I—I can't,’ muttered the boy, still staring at the red star 
which seemed to glow in the gloom. 
**Why not? Where is your home?"’ 
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“In Tientsin,’’ he said forlormly. 

The bandits burst into incredulous laughter. ‘“Tientsin! That's 
a thousand /i from here!"’ 

The boy didn't care for their coarse laughter. His pride 
rebelled, and he drew himself up very straight. * ‘I've come 
south to join the army and fight against the wicked Japanese 
imperialists,”" he declared in his high, childish voice. The 
men exchanged amused glances. 

**What army is that, youngest brother? Which of our brave 

uses children to fight his battles?’* asked the leader. 

“*Ma Yenying, of course," was the scornful answer. 

“Oho, so he’s another of that devil’s spawn,"’ growled a 
tall, slit-cyed ruffian, fingering his pistol. “I thought we'd 
killed the last of them down in the valley.”’ 

“Killed them? Oh, not Third Aunt!"’ Despair gripped him. 


“Stir fried the lot of them,"’ said Slit-eyes with satisfac- 
tion. “‘Here, what's that you've got in that bag?’’ 

He grabbed the pouch that hung around the boy's thin neck 
and pried away the fingers that tried to protect it. 

“Give it back—it’s mine!"’ he screamed, torn between fear 
and fury. 

The bandit laughed and upended the pouch, shaking the 
gold key into his grimy palm. *‘Look at that, now,”’ he 
exulted. ‘So that old devil of a warlord sent you up here to 
hide the key to his jewels, did he? Come on, let's see what 
else you've got... ."" 

As his rough hands grabbed at the boy, a sudden violent 
blow knocked him sprawling to the temple floor. 

“Red fighters don't steal from children, Lin Hsi-sing,”’ 
said the red-starred leader grimly. He twitched the key from 
the fallen man’s hand and returned it to its owner. ‘‘Put that 
safe around your neck again, youngest brother,’’ he ordered, 
“and keep close to me. I'll have to look after you now. We 
want to fight the Japanese invaders, too, you know. If you'll 
come along with us we'll teach you to be a Little Red Devil 


6 Olivia O'Neill 
and give you a star to wear on your cap, just like mine. What 
d’you say to that?"’ 

The boy's hands closed tightly round the key, and he raised 
trusting slanted eyes to the blunt craggy features surmounted 
by the faded red star. 

“I'll come with you,’’ he whispered. 
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DRAGON STAR 9 

““You,”’ guessed Stephen, *‘are beginning to wonder if 
we'll ever see our money back.”” 

“I'm wondering if we've backed the right man,"’ said 

Curtis slowly. “I'm beginning to think that Chiang may be 

leading us all up the garden path. Consider the facts. China is 


 weady can't pay her war indemnities or service her foreign 
Joans. She can't maintain her armies or modernize her indus- 
tries. "s got nothing left. Her reserves of silver bullion 


She 
been draining out of the country like blood from a main 


. 
- 


I promise you I'll make no such mistake,"’ said Stephen 
ith a perfectly straight face. “Anyway, for the record, I put 
Chiang Kai-shek’s regime is both corrupt and inefficient?"’ 
"The worst possible combination. I know it’s by no means 
of crooks, but to subsidize a government composed of 
and fools is bad business for a nation of shopkeep- 
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usually find it impressive. Four: the gift of tongues. You and 
I might think his speeches sound like a poodle with hysterics, 


“As far as we're concerned, Chiang’s argument is that 
since he’s the only man prepared to fight Communism in 
China, West should continue to finance his battle. But 


S cumlat ink oo-tes auap-necien ae ee 


internationally sanctioned 
Siete dammad tovtssa Gos Langan of Fanart Coos eae 
to extend their influence farther south into China? Those are 
the questions | want answered before we go ahead with this 
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Joan, and they're pressing for it already, so you must move as 
fast as you can. Say three months—all right?"’ 

April, May, June . . . thought Stephen. The best months 
at Longmarsh. Three months away from Romy. Will absence 
make the heart grow fonder? He enjoyed these missions Sir 
Charles had the habit i 
him, he never knew what their angle of trajectory would be 

arrived. They broke the routine of office life, put 
on his mettle, got the adrenalin running. 

Sir Charles was sketching out an itinerary, suggesting 
contacts, promising the full cooperation of his business 


“We'll make your visit semiofficial, of course. The Chi- 
nese set a lot of store by ceremony, face. . . . That way we'll 
insure that you can go where you like, see what you like, ask 
the relevant questions. You'll be preparing a report for me to 
give to Sir Frederick Leith-Ross when he visits China later in 
the year. Doing some of the groundwork. All right? Let me 
know when you're ready to leave." He added, watching Ste- 
phen carefully, ‘‘I assume you'll take your wife, of course."’ 

Rumor spoke of a widening rift between Russell and his 
pretty young wife; hinted that he scolded her for her racing 
debts and made her show him all her bills. She had been seen 


They talked racing until it was time to leave. 


Chapter Two 


wondering what she meant. Wondering, also, at the unaccus- 
tomed brightness of the sun on the ceiling. Then she remem- 
bered. Throwing back the covers she swung ae he a 
Wad. hb sented cute 35 el A er ak ok ok the 
window. 


Se cite kes, akon te Dads koe where the 

hedge had been. How different it looked without it! How 

magically improved the view across the park, the broodmares 
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lurch of the heart which was far from being the joyful anticipa- 
tion of a bride about to greet her returning husband, Oh no! 
she thought. Not before I'm ready and the mess is cleared 
away. He’s so often late, why did he have to choose today of 
all days to turn up carly? 

vader eesichtbarter en Dorsal nga ay 


_ 


“Darling! What a lovely surprise. We weren't expecting 
you until Saturday.’ 

At the sound of her voice he swung round, dropping the 
iets ia eteGpateere rey tyne BK! 


his left knee “alight more pence than usual after his 
long car journey. He kissed her lightly on the mouth. 
*‘Good morning, my sweet. Nice to find you're up already. I 


had any hope that Mrs. H could be manning the 
exchange before dawn. As it was I drove down without 
stopping.”” 


**Heavens, you'll be starving! Come and have something to 
eat."’ She tried to deflect him into the breakfast room where 
the parlormaids were placing covered silver dishes of bacon, 
grilled kidneys, and scrambled eggs on the hotplate; but he 
turned aside toward the library whose windows overlooked the 


“One minute—I'll just put these papers on my desk. My 
God! Those can’t all be bills. I thought I told you not to. . 


DRAGON STAR 15 
bulge of muscle in his jaw and his fists were clenched tight as 
if he were restraining some inner violence with difficulty, 

“Would you mind explaining,’’ he said in a hard, con- 
trolled tone she'd never heard him use before, ‘‘what has 


“Oh .. . The hedge. I—I had it cut down." Try as she 
might to speak confidently, the tremor in her voice betrayed 
. He i 


**I can see that. And what were your reasons for this act of 
vandalism?"’ 

“It used to make the house so dark.’’ Even to her own ears 
the explanation sounded woefully inadequate. ‘I wanted to 
plant a rose garden there. It was going to be a surprise for 
. you,”” she faltered, wishing her voice wouldn't shake so. She 
wasn’t afraid of him. It was her garden as well as his. Why 
shouldn't she shape it as she liked? 

*‘A surprise? Then I congratulate you on your success,"’ he 
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He looked at her blankly. ‘Josephine? Who's she?"’ 

““You know—Mrs. Cook's little girl. The one with curly 
hair. She picked a bow! of the berries and ate them. It might 
have happened again. You weren't here to ask, so I decided 
to get rid of it right away before there was a tragedy."’ 

**What nonsense,'’ said Stephen harshly. ‘*You're simply 
using that as an excuse. The cook's child had no business to 
be playing in front of the house anyway." 

“I can't help that,’’ Romy flared, suddenly angry in her 
turn. “*Children aren't machines, you know, to be parked 
where you want them. Besides, it could have been any other 
child. Sybil's for instance—your own nephews and nieces." 

**At least it couldn't be one of ours,’’ said Stephen flatly. 

Romy flushed. *‘I'm thankful we had no child of our own 
to play there while that evil growth was in the garden. All 
right! I'm sorry I didn’t ask you first, but I'm not sorry it’s 


her 

heartless, hidebound, double-faced Englishman, just as Mairead 

had warned her. Oh, why hadn't she listened to Mairead? 
Romy now remembered her sister's warning more clearly 

than her mother’s fulsome delight over the announcement of 

Remy’s engagement to the brilliant young banker Stephen 


to 
her younger : 
“You know nothing of the man,"’ Mairead had said slow- 
ly, putting her hand against the small of her back as if it 
ached. ‘‘Oh, he’s a fine handsome fellow, I won’t deny, and 
he's the money to give you all you want, but what do you 
know of him when he's home by the fire? Will you really be 
happy to leave your home for a man who's a stranger to 
What 


“Ah, he loves me. more do you want?"’ said Romy 
Poor Mairead, with three children at her skirts 
and another on the way, you'd think she'd be glad to have her 


results was quite absurd. 

“Then Cathal O'Reilly?" persisted Mairead, “‘If it's brains 
you're looking for, Cathal’s your man. You know he'd come 
happy, I know. Haven't the English done Ireland enough 
harm without stealing you from us as well?"’ 

“Is that grudge against Stephen?’’ said Romy, her 
face clearing. 

“It is, of course."’ 

“That he's English? Isn't your own mother English? Aren’t 

“It is my sorrow," said Mairead, and Romy couldn't help 
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“*You can laugh now,"’ said her sister, “‘but wait till you 
_find I'm right. Haven't you heard how her 
tormented the life out of Mother when she told to 
marry Father?"’ 

**Their tormenting didn't stop Mother and yours won't stop 
me,"* said Romy, still laughing. ‘‘Come now, Mairead, won't 
you wish me happy instead of croaking disaster like an old 
crow?” 

“I will, of course."" Mairead still sounded doubtful. 


went blithely on her way, her head full of dreams. . . . 
Now, lying on the bed in silent misery as her sobs died 
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which began when he asked Jonjo O'Halloran, Romy's broth- 
er, to find him a horse that would jump around Aintree. 
He ought to have realized that a wild flower which flourished 
on the Tipperary mountains would not transplant 


at Cheltenham, but her winnings there did not cover her 
dramatic losses at Towcester the previous week, when one 
of her brother's slowest horses had made its first appearance 
On a race track. 

The twenty minutes were up. Stephen shoved the bills 
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aside, folded his napkin and pushed back his chair. He went 
upstairs to the bedroom, 

“Go away,"’ said Romy in a muffled voice from within the 
four-poster’s drawn curtains. 

Stephen stood his ground. ‘*! want to talk to you.”’ 

“Well, I don’t want to talk to you. Please go away,”’ she said, 


had to be done before he left for China. He surveyed the 
disordered room. A large leather suitcase lay open at the foot 
of the bed, half-full of clothes and cosmetics, flung in higgledy- 
piggledy with no respect for shape or texture. Every flat 
which she had evidently dragged from their cupboards in her 


Very pretty trophy, he thought, with the catch in his breath that 
her beauty always produced. It was his weakness, his Achil- 


**You can have it back,"’ she said, sniffing and searching 
her pockets in vain. Silently, he handed her a clean hand- 
kerchief. 

“*Are you planning to be away for long?"’ he asked politely. 

Romy gulped. *‘I'm going away forever. I'm leaving you. 
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I can’t stand it here any longer. I'm going back home where I 


“Oh, it’s nothing to you, of course. You don’t care if I'm 
miserable. You don’t love me."* 

However absurd her accusations and inappropriate the hour, 
he was touched by her genuine unhappiness. There was only 
one sure way to comfort her; talking would merely exacerbate 
the situation. Pulling back the curtains he took her in his 


kiss her she turned her head away. 

“Romy, look at me,"’ he said wearily. *‘You know you 
don"t mean it. Of course I love you, my darling."’ 

She continued to struggle, refusing to meet his eyes, and in 
an effort to calm her, he gripped her shoulders rather harder 
than he had intended. 
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She gave a gasp of pain, twisted violently from his grasp, 
and reached for the bell push. The bedside lamp went over 
with a crash. 
“Stop it, Stephen! I'm not in the mood. You needn't think 
you can make me change my mind just by . . . Oh!"’ 
**You rang for me, madam?"’ said Edith, who must have 
been very near at hand. Her sharp dark eyes took in the scene 
avidity. The master and mistress struggling on the un- 
made bed in broad daylight! Whatever were things coming 
Sis coald bantly walt to selay the news to the decount’s 


: 


Stephen cursed under his breath and hastily released his 


“Yes, I did. I want you to pack iny clothes,"” said Romy 
with a defiant glance at him. *‘A// my clothes.’ 


“Good idea,’ said Stephen, quickly recovering his self- 
control. “But you'll hardly need all those thick tweeds, dar- 
ling. Shanghai's pretty hot, you know, even in April.”* 

Romy and the maid stared at him in complete bewilderment. 

“Shanghai? What on earth are you talking about?" 

“Didn't I explain? I thought when I found you busy pack- 
ing that you must have anticipated my news in some mysteri- 
ous way,"’ he said coolly. 

“What news?"" 

Stephen said deliberately, ‘*Sir Charles is sending me to 
China for a few months. It's a business trip, but he was 
anxious that you should have the chance to come too—that is, 
if you can spare the time.’ His eyes met hers with a definite 
challenge. ‘*Will you come? Or would you rather pay a nice 
long visit to your family in Ireland while I'm away?"’ 

He was offering her a choice, she realized confusedly. 
Come to China with me and forget this nonsense about leav- 
ing. Or go home and admit that your marriage is a failure. It's 
up to you. 
out between them as she struggled to gauge what Stephen 
really wanted. His expression remained polite, attentive, un- 
readable; his gray eyes as blank as a poker player's. 

“It's entirely up to you,"’ he said aloud. 

“Then I'd like to come to China,"’ said Romy slowly. 
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With relief, or disappointment? She couldn't tell. 
“*“Good,"’ said Stephen briskly. ‘‘At least that’s settled 
then."’ 
But he did not smile and as he left the room she realized 
that she still had no idea if she'd made the right decision. 





Chapter Three 


“How interesting. Tell me, how have 
it?"* Stephen. Romy couldn't really believe that 


join her parents, and a fistful of old China Hands with yellow 
faces and loud voices, who commandeered the canvas chairs 


“Now, even, they have their own Manchu emperor,”* an- 
nounced Mr. Sanyato. 

“*Amazing,"’ murmured Stephen. 

Romy closed her ears to their talk. She propped her chin on 
her hand and concentrated on the American couple. At least 
they were worth watching. 

They had boarded the Empire Queen at Yokohama and 
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of 


half-closed and lips parted in an expression 
; Searching for flaws, decided she was wearing 
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her attention to Mr. Lyon. Viewed from the 
was broad-shouldered and narrow-hipped, graceful 
i ~moving in a way that hinted at Latin blood, His 
hair was an inch or two longer than fashion dictat- 

Y meeting his collar, and his method of holding his 
partner clamped against him, with one hand pressed to her 
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Indeed, she was even a little shocked herself. There 
something disturbingly sensual in his attitude and the couple's 
ingly 


As if aware of her scrutiny, Lyon glanced up swiftly and 
caught her fascinated stare. At once he smiled, his teeth white 
and even against the olive skin. Romy blushed and quickly 
looked away, as if surprised in some faintly dishonorable act. 
Though why I shouldn't watch them I don’t know, she thought, 
tuffled. There's nothing else to look at. 

She bent to pick up her bag from beneath the table and 
touched Stephen's arm. 

“I think I'll go to bed now, darling. We dock at nine 
tomorrow and I haven't even begun to pack."’ 

“All right. I won't be long."’ 

“Good night, Mr. Sanyato,"* 

The Japanese rose and bowed. “It has been a pleasure to 
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talk with you,"' he said carmestly, though she had not ad- 
dressed more than two remarks to him all evening. 

**Just a moment,"’ said Stephen, staring over her shoulder. 
“I think someone wants a word with you." 

She turned. The American couple had left the floor and 
were approaching their table. The blonde girl held out her 
hand in an easy, impulsive gesture. 

“You must be Mr. and Mrs. Russell,"’ she said in a bright, 
sociable voice. *“We saw your names on the passenger list 
and came over to make your acquaintance. You don't mind, I 
hope? I’m Linda Lyon, and this is my husband, Eugene.” 
They shook hands all round. 

**Will you join us for a drink, Mrs. Lyon?"’ Stephen skill- 
fully caught the cye of a passing waiter. 


mange eb pana gare memughaB y 
with a suggestion of petulance. Her manner was effusive; her 
conversation directed specifically at Stephen. 

**Are you staying long in Shanghai, Mr. Russell? Is it your 
first visit? Then we're all in the same boat . they 
laughed politely, “except for Gene. He was bor in China, so 


It was impossible not to admire Stephen's skill in deflect- 
ing her questions without giving offense or arousing further 
unwelcome curiosity, thought Romy. He and Mrs. Lyon set- 
tled down to sound one another out, but she was no match for 
Stephen. Within a few minutes he had extracted from her all 
the information the steward had given Romy, and added an 
intriguing new slant. Linda Lyon, the millionaire's daughter, 
was not at all pleased that her brand new husband had been 
assigned to the agency's Shanghai office. 
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“I hoped we'd be given Paris,”’ she complained. ‘*I just 
love Paris—and your country, too. Europe is so exciting and I 
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of all three? From time to time Linda Lyon darted him a 
glance as if to say, “You see? This is my world, not yours. 
Now it’s your turn to watch and admire.” 

To Romy’s surprise, she realized that Stephen was deliber- 
ately abetting the performance, putting in a question here and 
a comment there in order to provoke further flights of cultural 
virtuosity. Romy felt oddly uncomfortable, as if the Lyons 
had chosen to sit with them in order to have neutral witnesses 
to their private battle. 

“Do you share your wife's interest, Mr: Lyon?"* she asked 
in an effort to include him in the conversation. 


I do. I've led kind of a wandering life and old houses don't 
mean much to me. I guess I've always preferred people to 
objects."’ 

“I quite understand. I feel the same. Where do you come 


from, then?’’ 
“Oh, my family always moved around. I spent most of my 
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childhood in China before my parents bought a ranch in 

“‘Oh, how lovely! I've always wanted to live on a ranch."’ 

**You have?"’ 

She sensed a tinge of mockery in his tone and added 
quickly, *‘It must be such a wonderful place to bring up a 
family.’ 

**My mother didn't think so. She claimed the ranch cost 
the lives of her two daughters,'’ he said somberly. “She was 
glad when Pa decided to move back into town.” 

If he’s going to disagree with everything I say, this conver- 
sation is doomed, thought Romy. How could I have known 
about his unfortunate sisters? The band was playing again, 
and once more Mr. Lyon looked down the table to where his 
wife sat absorbed—or pretending to be absorbed—in what Ste- 
phen had to say. Something in the tilt of her head and the 
em ot nee nein gue Rents Ge tact Mente 


She hesitated. Although she'd longed all evening for an invita- 
tion to dance, she found herself curiously reluctant to leave 
the safe, if dull, haven of the supper table for the uncharted 
sea of the tiny dance floor. She remembered the way he had 
held his wife: sensual, dominating, unaccountably disturbing. 

“Come on,"* he urged. 

Across the table Stephen gave an almost imperceptible nod 
of encouragement without appearing to divert his attention 
from Mrs. Lyon for a single instant. 

“Take Nétre Dame,"’ she was Saying camestly. “The 
apotheosis of the perpendicular . 

Romy wondered if she might have taken a drop—or more 
than a drop—but her speech was clear enough and you wouldn't 
choose words like ‘‘apotheosis,"’ whatever that meant, if you 
weren't sure of getting them out in one piece. 

Mr. Lyon was still waiting. ‘‘Thank you,’* said Romy, 
“I'd love to dance,"’ and tried not to flinch as his hard brown 
hand closed over her bare elbow to steer her toward the band. 


**What did you make of that chap?"’ Stephen asked later as 
prepared for bed. ‘He looks like a pretty tough customer."’ 
“Oh, he was all right. Quiet. We didn’t talk much,"’ said 
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Romy carefully. It was true as far as it went. There was no 
thrill 


: 
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Romy. was intrigued. ‘‘What kind of ings?"’ she said, 
turning away from the dressing table mirror. 


such a good listener! 
People always want to tell you their secrets.”’ 

“Oh, rubbish! She kept saying she had to drive him if he 
was to get anywhere. odd thing is, he doesn’t look a chap 
who'd take kindly to being driven."’ 

“No,” she agreed. ‘He doesn't." She wished 
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wouldn't admit even to herself—that she found the big dark 
American disturbingly attractive. 

It didn’t matter, though. The voyage was almost over. 
Once they docked in Shanghai there was no reason for her to 
have i 


Chapter Four 


Tite 
Hire 
Hi 
ine 
Bit 
: 


in China—twice married, twice widowed, and more 
twice her age—seemed to offer a glimpse of glamour 
adventure. 

She seized her chance without hesitating. She accepted Mr. 
Bentley's proposal of marriage, somewhat to the chagrin of 
her sisters, who thought the services of a maiden aunt were 
theirs for life, and traveled with him to China. They settled in 
Shanghai and she soon very happily adapted to living in his 
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“"My home is in China, and that is where I am going to 
33 


the side of the underdog, and several noted Chinese trade 
union leaders on whom the police of the International Settle- 


Smuggling political refugees out of the city, and setting 
them on their way to join other survivors of Chiang Kai-shek’s 


purges in the remote mountainous area round Chingkangshan, 


Staging posts upriver, where fewer questions were likely to be 
asked. Abigail's well-known enthusiasm for archeology stood 
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her in good stead, and no one in authority ever suspected how 
often the tools of her hobby—old-fashioned cone-shaped bas- 
kets, camera cases, picks, shovels and boxes of photographic 
plates—were superimposed on the huddled figure of a refugee 
as the laden car chugged slowly along the dusty roads, Li 
Ping was adept at developing and printing the large, old- 
fashioned plates which were welcomed by reputable periodi- 
cals such as the /Ilustrated London News and the National 
Geographic; and if he sometimes printed copies of Red prop- 
aganda leaflets as well as archeological curiosities, no one 
except his mistress was any the wiser. 

Mrs. Bentley's clandestine political activities (of which he 
was perfectly unaware) were not, of course, mentioned by 
Michael Holmes, the deferential young area manager from the 
Hong Kong and Shanghai Banking Corporation who had been 
detailed to greet Mr. and Mrs. Russell at their ship. 

As his black, chauffeur-driven car crawled along the noisy 
crowded Bund beside the Pearl River estuary, he sat between 
them on the luxuriously padded, dark-curtained back seat and 
explained why it had been decided to lodge them with Mrs. 
Bentley instead of booking rooms in one of the big hotels. 

**We've had bad reports of hotel service lately, I'm afraid," 
he said apologetically. ‘*There's still a good deal of resent- 
ment against foreigners, especially since the Japanese inva- 
sion of Manchuria, and the Bolshy element in Shanghai exploits 
this for all its worth. I'm told that some of the bellboys are 
very surly and insolent nowadays, as well as being bone idle. 
We didn’t want you to experience that kind of unpleasantness, 
so we asked Mrs. Bentley if she could take you, and she was 
delighted. I'm sure you'll be very comfortable. She's been 
here so Jong she’s almost an institution in Shanghai. Knows 
everyone, speaks the lingo . . . She’s got a lovely old Chi- 
nese house with several courtyards, pools, terraces, lots of 
flowers. Most attractive and ideal for the climate, you know. 
She says it's far too big for a woman on her own—did | tell 
you she’s a widow?—so she occasionally takes in lodgers, 
more for the company than the Cash, if you ask me. She's 
quite an expert on Chinese archeology, too, though not in the 
same class as her late husband."’ 

‘*Alexander Bentley—of course!'’ Stephen snapped his fin- 
gers. *'I thought I knew the name."’ 
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nudged its slow way through the crowds which seemed bent on 

suicide beneath its wheels; but the yellow skins, black hair 
Ses iaestod cyan bhirsed Gedo hax'cowe: They all look alike, 
she thought. No matter what they wear, they've all got the 
same face. 

“Better shut that window. We're coming to the dried fish 
quarter,’ advised Michacl Holmes, leaning across her to 
wind it up. Romy saw that open-fronted shops opposite were 
festooned with row upon row, tier upon tier, of contorted 
whitish-yellow shapes, swaying in the damp breeze like weird 

futuristic necklaces. 


Setanta oe tach tac Sn eompencae onc she said; then 
gasped, for the next breath she drew into her lungs was so 
foul that she feared she might suffocate. The ammoniac stench 
of decay brought stinging tears to her eyes. With a stifled cry 
she fumbled for a handkerchief and clapped it over her mouth. 

“Sorry, should have warned you sooner. | didn’t realize 
the window was open,”’ muttered Michael Holmes. “‘Don't 
worry, you'll soon get used to it." 

**Whew! Is that what they spread on the ficlds?'’ Stephen, 
renowned in the family for being both nose-blind and tone-deaf, 
had for once realized that the atmosphere was less than pure. 

“Oh, no, it’s considered a delicacy,"’ said Holmes with 
perfect gravity. ‘‘Mrs. Bentley's cook is famous for his way 
with dried fish!"’ 

Romy had to laugh at Stephen's expression of distaste. ‘‘Is 
it true they eat dogs and slugs and seaweed as well?"’ she 
asked. 


**Quite true. You have to realize that a Chinese really can’t 
look at any living substance without immediately 
what it tastes like. He isn’t usually curious about how things 
grow or what they're made of, but he is intensely curious to 
know how things taste. It’s one of the reasons I'd never put 
myself in the hands of a Chinese surgeon," he added. *'I'd be 
scared he'd forget about the operation and start fancying a 
taste of my liver or kidneys . . . Ah, here we are at last.’ 

The car had stopped before black-lacquered double doors set 
in a high, blank wall. At the sound of the horn, a Chinese 
gatekeeper in neat blue jacket and baggy trousers hurried to 
fling wide the doors and shout to another servant within. The 
news of their arrival was shouted from courtyard to courtyard, 
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“Would you like me to show you around the museum this 


in New York. It's like a barometer—or 
weathervane, if you like. You see both the best and the worst 


two rickshaws, and we'll begin our tour.”’ 
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lion-shaped dogs, perfect in every minute detail. 

“It costs so little!"’ she marveled under her breath. ‘‘How 
can he make a living?"’ 

The gray-gowned merchant, whose head was as smooth 
and polished as an amber egg, watched benignly from hooded 


eyes. 

“It took him more than a year to make this,’’ he replied in 
answer to Abigail's question. 

“Oh! Does he know the man who made it?"’ 

The merchant spoke again, bowing over folded hands. 
“He's inviting us to tour his workshop,”’ said Abigail. ‘‘Do 


“Oh, but I want to,”’ said Romy gaily. ‘*I can’t possibly 
g0 home without him. I've fallen in love with my dragon. Do 
let's see the workshop.”’ 

“It may not be quite what you expect,’ warned Abigail. 

Even so, Romy was unprepared for the hideous din which 
burst on their cars when, after crossing a number of yards, the 
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merchant unlocked a door and ushered them inside. It was 


The air was full of a fine, white, suffocating dust, which 
workers’ hair and skin and made it difficult to 
windows were high up and apparently hermeti- 


in such conditions, let alone create the beautiful toy she still 
How could a work of art so full of wit and vitality, 
and intricacy, have emerged from this stinking, fre- 


The merchant was moving ahead of them down the rows of 
benches; he stopped and tapped a thin, cotton-clad shoulder. 
The craftsman raised dull, pink-rimmed cyes with grotes- 


Romy smiled and tried to show that she thought the dragon 
was beautiful, but he stared at her uncomprehendingly and _ 


lovely toy was gone. 
**Are all the workshops like that?"’ she asked in a shaken 
voice as they climbed into rickshaws to drive home. ; 
“Some are much worse. The silk weaving rooms, for 
Romy was silent for a long time, her eyes on the muscles 
in the rickshaw coolie’s back, which slid in rhythm to his 
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trot. What a life, she thought. What a horrible hell of a life. 
I imagined I was unhappy at Longmarsh! Her head ached 


They were nearly home before Romy said ietly, ‘Will 
you take me to see a match factory too, Mrs. Bentley? I think 
I ought to know what they're like."’ 


meals of rice soup every day. After they are cight years old he 
has to turn them out because their fingers become too clumsy 
to pick up matchsticks fast enough."’ : 

Romy could hardly bear to look at the small pinched faces, 
eyes dull with apathy. Tiny fingers filled matchboxes at 
frenzied speed as the conveyor belts bore them past. A squat, 
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heavy-browed overseer with an expression of malignant brutality 
strolled up and down between the rows of workers, carrying a 
short thick baton and glancing alertly to right and left in 
search of slackers. 

Mr. Tamako said something to Abigail and waited with a 
self-satisfied, expectant air. 

“*He wants to know your opinion of his modern factory."’ 
“I think it’s horrible. Quite unspeakably horrible,”’ said 
Romy under her breath. 

“*I don’t think he'd be very pleased to hear that . . 
no worse than England during the Industrial Revolution, you 
know," said Abigail, watching her carefully. 

“Ireland's never had an Industrial Revolution, praise be,"’ 
Romy retorted. ‘‘Whoever owns this torture house ought to 
be shot."’ 


“Oh, but you've met him! You said he was so charming. 
Mr. Yoritomo was the Japanese gentleman who sat next to 
you at Mr. Grayburn’s party—don't you remember? He owns 
several of these factories. He's looked on as a public benefac- 
tor,"’ said Abigail. ‘Make no mistake, Rosemary, these chil- 
dren are the lucky ones. At least they aren't starving to death 
on the streets, like all the poor mites who can't get work. 
There have been terrible famines in the Northwest for the last 
three years, and thousands of peasants have left the land and 


“Sell them?"’ said Romy, sickened. 

“Oh yes, indeed. The girls go for ‘child daughters-in-law’ 
—that’s to say, household slaves, or child prostitutes; and the 
boys mostly become coolies or get work in the factories so 
long as their health holds out. That's why Chinese goods are 
so cheap—they’re made by slave labor."’ 

Romy was silent and thoughtful on the way back to Nan- 
king Road. She was beginning to sce the slant of Abigail's 
own political convictions, and wondered what Stephen would 
say if he knew that their hostess was a Communist at heart. 

A few days later they were seated side by side in rick- 
shaws, bowling smartly along to take tea with a Manchu 
princess, when the hollow-cheeked coolie pulling Abigail's 
began to wheeze alarmingly. Romy was just 


Ve 


Though he had spoken quietly, a dozen coolies crowded 
round them at once. 
“Rickshaw, missee!"’ 
““Velly strong, velly cheap!"’ 


Romy and Abigail looked st one another end, chook their 
heads. 

“I'd rather walk,’’ said Romy. 

“Come on, then. We haven't far to go. It's all right, 
Sergeant. We'll go on foot, thank you. I'm sorry, my dear,"’ 
she added when they were clear of the crowd, picking their 
way through the refuse on the pavement, peanut shells crunch- 
ing underfoot, ‘‘that was my fault." 

Romy stared at her. ‘*You couldn't know he was going to 

“I could have guessed. It’s not the first time it has hap- 
pened to me. I make a habit of hiring the oldest coolies, 
because they're the ones who are desperate for work. I should 
have realized that man was too ill to be working at all." 
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Romy felt a sudden hatred for this crowded, rementry 
with its constant din, its shoddy skyscrapers festooned with 


“That's the question quite a lot of people are asking nowa- 
days,"* said Abigail. 


Five 
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“I follow you today and hide in this basket to ask your 


“*What's the trouble, Mr. San?”’ 

She had to bend down to catch the strained whisper from 
the laundry hamper. ‘‘I am wanted by police. The Blue- 
shirts .. ."* 

Despite the heat she felt suddenly chilled and her heart 
lurched disconcertingly. You couldn't live in Shanghai for 
jong without hearing stories of police brutality. If poor Mr. 
San was wanted by Chiang Kai-shek’s dreaded secret police, 
he was indeed in trouble. 


The Blueshirts will be waiting. Tell her to hide . . .”" His 
voice died away. 

“Does he know her?"’ she asked urgently. ‘“What's her 
name? Where does she live?"’ 

““At six o'clock, she will cross the Pearl Bridge to go 
home,” gasped Mr. San. *‘He must meet with her there."’ 

Romy’s heart sank. How could anyone find a single girl 
among the thousands of Chinese streaming homeward across 
the bridge? It would be like finding a needle in a haystack. 
*“But what does she look like? What's she wearing?"’ 

“Her name—is Kuang-mei . . . San Kuang-mei. Go now! 
Go quickly! I can not. . . talk . . . any more.”* 


bottom of the wicker hamper, apreading across the pavement 
in a glistening puddle. ‘You're hurt!"’ 
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The girl with red leather shoes crossed the Pearl Bridge with a 


“That's her,"’ said Romy, touching Gene Lyon's arm. 
“It must be."’ Broad-shouldered and confident, he moved 
forward swiftly to intercept her. 
Romy felt a profound sense of relief. He'll know what to 
to her, she thought thankfully. Now we've found her | 
can leave the rest to him. I've done my bit, 


Poor San!'* he exclaimed. *‘He must have been in a bad 
state to choose such a roundabout way to send a message. 
You say he was wounded, as well?"’ 

**There was blood trickling out of the hamper,’’ said Romy 
slowly, ‘‘and his voice sounded very peculiar. Weak, and 
scared. He wouldn't let me go any closer. He was too afraid 
of attracting attention. That's probably why he didn’t come to 

**Maybe you're right.’’ He sat for a moment deep in 
thought, staring abstractedly out of the window at the forest 
of masts lining the nearby jetty. Romy had time to consider 
the handsome clearcut profile under the thick thatch of dark 
hair and felt a sense of relief at having transferred the respon- 
sibility for Mr. San and his sister into such capable hands. 

**Will you come with me to look for her? Two of us stand a 
better chance of spotting her coming over the bridge.'’ After 
an instant’s pause he added, ‘Don't if you'd rather not, but 
frankly I need help and I'm reluctant to involve anyone else.”’ 

I’ve no business to involve her, cither, but poor San hasn't 
left me much choice, he thought. Of course she can always 
say no... 


* 
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“I'll come,"’ said Romy, and was rewarded by the flashing 

smile that totally transformed his dark face. 

“*Then what are we waiting for?’’ he exclaimed. 

And now they had, indeed, found Miss San. To see her 
standing before them in her splendid red leather shoes, a look 
of polite inquiry on her pretty painted face, made Romy 
shiver. They might so easily have missed her. 

“San Kuang-mei?"’ asked Gene. 

The girl nodded. She had shoulder-length black hair pulled 

back from a center parting, and a round moon face 
with high-arched, plucked brows. Her eyes looked wary. 

As Gene spoke, Romy watched the pretty face slowly 
transform into a white, scared mask. She glanced from side to 
side like a trapped animal and gave a little moan. ‘I must go 
home!"’ she cried in English. 

Gene caught her arm as she tried to dodge past. ‘‘No, Miss 
San. You have been betrayed. You must hide."’ 

She looked from one to the other, seeking reassurance, 
unsure how far to trust the strange foreigners. Her small 
hands twisted. ‘‘I must go home. There's something I cannot 
eave .. .”" 

*“Are you afraid the police will search your home and find 

. incri . . (1 

She nodded and gave a little sob. ‘‘Papers, documents . . . 
the names of our members. They must not find them." 

“That is a problem,"’ Gene agreed. ‘‘Now, what shall we 
do? You can't go and fetch them yourself. Tell me, Miss San, 
do you by any chance work for Europeans? Is that where you 
learnt to speak such good English?"* 

““Yes, I am a typist for the Stanway Steam Company. I am 
working there two years already,’’ she said with a timid 
smile. 

_ » then I tell you what we'll do. Mrs. Russell and I 
can pretend to be colleagues of yours on a social call.’’ Romy 
gave him a startled look. She hadn't bargained for quite such 
a positive role in the affair, but the American seemed to take 
her acquiescence for granted. He went on, ‘‘Now you tell me 
exactly what you want us to fetch and where to find it. The 
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friends. They usually wait till everyone they want is boxed up 
neatly in one place—then they pounce."' 

Romy shivered, bat Bijan Com eel mageiond « epnenmnen tar 
self-possession. ‘‘You are most kind, Mr . 

**Eugene Lyon. I met your brother in ess Miss San. 
He's a brave man."" 

She acknowledged the introduction with a little bow, but 
her eyes filled with tears. ‘‘Ah, my poor brother! Where is he 
now? What will become of us? The group of our friends was to 
meet tonight at my house to distribute our leaflets, but nows—"’ 

**You don't mean you want me to fetch out a printing 

pee 

““No, no. The press is in a ruined temple, some miles 
outside the city."’ 

**Thank heaven for small mercies! Now tell me, where do 
we find the leaflets—and other documents?"’ 

She told them, her directions interspersed with soft moans 
and lamentations. Sorry as she felt for the girl, Romy was 
also conscious of irritation. Surely Miss San must have real- 
ized the possibility that her home would be raided, and made 
some provision against such an emergency? It appeared she 
had not. Was there any means of communicating with her 


child. Really, thought Romy, even I would have known how 
to go about conspiracy more discreetly. And I would certainly 
have prepared myself a hiding place. What on earth are we 

going to do with her now? 
She was uneasily aware how conspicuous they were, stand- 
ing arguing on the bridge. Every moment's delay made it 
<a lauar capa abteadtasatians ig 

the police trap 

erate id urgently, 7 ate gta, at once. Miss San can 
take a a rickshaw back to your house, Mr. Lyon, and wait for 


us there." 
ee Gene,"’ ST eee 
drew together. He looked pire Bi Miss San and lowered 
his voice. ‘‘l wouldn't be too happy to land her on Linda 
without warning. She's new here. She doesn’t understand the 
political situation too well yet.’* 
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*s been here as as I have, thought Romy. I sup- 
ve been in having Abigail to explain things. 
Aloud she said, ‘*Perhaps you could write her a note? Or. . .”’ 
she was struck by a better idea, ‘‘why don’t / send a 
note asking Abigail Bentley-to take care of Miss San? I'm 
sure 


we'll go along to her apartment together and see if we can't 
clean it up before the cops arrive."’ 
The Chinese girl seemed thankful to have matters taken out 


“Gene,” she said faintly, ‘‘I'm afraid I'm going to. . .”" 
He cast her a worried glance. ‘‘Hang on, honey. Some- 


opened slowly, as if she would scream, but Gene spoke 
to reassure her. 

**We are friends of Miss San. She has sent us to take away 

her documents before the Blueshirts come looking for them."* 

**The Blueshirts!"’ Her wizened face took on the same 


He nodded and went behind the bamboo screen where the 
old woman hovered anxiously. Romy waited with mounting 
impatience for what seemed an age, but at last he 
carrying a stack of notebooks, a few textbooks and a sheaf of 
muddily-inked leaflets. Moaning softly, the amah helped him 
cram them into wicker baskets which she covered with squares 
of cotton. 

“That's the lot, I think,"’ said Gene, looking round. “There's 
flothing else the Kuomintang could object to. Now the apart- 
ment’s clean Miss San may even be able to come home and 
brazen it out. Ready, then? Let's make tracks.”’ 


™ 


arm round Romy. 

“*Let me take one of those,"’ she said to cover her embar- 
rassment. She tried to take the nearest basket but he wouldn't 
let go. 

“They're not heavy. I can manage.”” 
““Don't you trust me with them?’’ She smiled and at the 


“Oh, don’t worry. I'll be safe enough in a rickshaw, Let 
me take this one."’ Again she tugged at the handle and this 
time he relinquished it. 


maze of mean alleys there was a curious absence of convey- 
ances. The warm damp drizzle began to fall more thickly, and 
Romy's dark curls clung round her face. 

“You're getting soaked. Will you have my jacket?’’ he 
offered 


She shook her head. ‘‘I'm warm enough. It's really rather 


refreshing . .. ah. . . there's a rickshaw.”’ 
**Where?"’ 
““Right down at the end of the strect.”’ 
“'Lai!"’ 


appearance ? 

It’s no good standing here worrying, thought Gene. If I 
can't find a rickshaw of my own I'd better follow on foot. He 
began to push through the crowd in the wake of Romy’s 
conveyance, keeping it in sight. Holy smoke, he thought after 
half a mile, she was right about one thing: the fellow certainly 
can run. He was weaving in and out of the slow-moving 
traffic as if the devil was at his heels, but where the hell was 
he going? That wasn't the way back to the Intemational 
Settlement. 


Gene glanced swiftly around to check his own bearings and 
plunged in pursuit, certain now that his instinct was right. 
Romy was in danger. They crossed two main thoroughfares, 


she leaned comfortably against the backrest, enjoying the 
damp breeze on her face as they bowled along; enjoying too, 
though with a slight feeling of guilt, the memory of Gene's 


on the back and the bear hug were equally foreign to his 
nature. 

Suddenly Romy realized how much she missed that warm, 
easy contact which her own family and friends offered with- 
out thought, but Stephen's circle regarded with raised eye- ; 
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brows. I've changed, she thought. A year or so ago I wouldn't 


. There, for instance, was the river, while far away 
to her left twinkled the high window lights along the Bund. 
She was undoubtedly being carried toward the old Chinese 


town. 
She felt a certain indignation as this fact sank in. He's 


“Hey! Stop!"" she shouted more loudly. 
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wondering if she dared risk a jump. Even if she managed it 
without breaking a leg, which seemed unlikely, she would 
still face the problem of getting back to the main thoroughfare 
encumbered by his vehicle. Without it he'd be capable of 
catching her in a few strides. And then what would he do? 
She shivered, clutching the sides. ~ 

At that moment she heard pounding footsteps close behind, 
and suddenly the rickshaw jolted violently as a hand grabbed 
the back of it. 

“Jump, Romy!"’ she heard Gene shout. ‘‘Jump out!"’ 

It was impossible to obey. The vehicle swung sharply left, 


single wheel, threatening to turn over, then righted itself and 
bowled on down the dark alley, with Romy still clinging to 
the sides. 

Gene was left behind, but the sight of him had given her 
her abduction was suddenly plain. Of course, it was the 
papers they wanted. This must be a Blueshirt plot to seize 
Miss San's incriminating documents. 

Well, they shouldn't have them. Romy took the basket 
from between her feet, lowered it gently over the back of the 
rickshaw and then, with her cyes still staring ahead at the 
running coolie, she dropped it behind her. For a moment she 
held her breath, wondering if a white cascade of papers would 
catch his eye, but he ran on unnoticing. She felt a rush of 
triumph. The papers were safe—the next thing was to save her 
own skin. 

She waited until the rickshaw was forced to show down to 
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“Come on then, let's go.”* 


carriage. 
She went straight up to Linda, hand outstretched. ‘‘I’m so 
sorry to-land myself on you at an inconvenient moment,"* she 
said with a smile. ‘‘I had a silly accident in a rickshaw and 
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making matters worse by telling the truth, she looked at him 
for help 


“Come on in, we can't stand on the doorstep all night,"’ he 
said promptly, catching the appeal. *‘I'm really sorry I forgot 
I'd asked Chang and Lin Yu-tang to dine, Linda; it went 
clean out of my head. I had a busy day. . .”” 

“*You had a busy day!"’ 

**And I'm late because there was some work that wouldn't 
wait,’’ he went on imperturbably, ignoring her sarcastic tone. 

“But you weren't in your office. I rang your secretary and 
she told me you'd left early." 

**That’s right, honey. Rosemary was kind enough to bring 
me a message about a business matter, and I had to go out 
and deal with it right away." 

“‘A message from your husband?"’ She swung round on 
Romy. **But I heard he's gone to Nanking." 

Seen in electric light, Linda's skin had lost its glowing 
shipboard tan and now appeared sallow, faintly greasy. The 
pale hair had greenish lights and her jawline looked blurred, 

she was putting on weight. She needs exercise, thought 
Romy; or perhaps she's having a baby. For some reason she 


trust your husband alone with another woman. 
said soothingly, ‘‘I had two messages, actually, and I 
take them to the AmCanCo office because I didn’t 


rte 


tion, she gave a sharp, decisive nod. 

“I think we'd enjoy that very much, Rosemary. I'll have to 
confirm it with my engagement diary, of course, but I think 
we could arrange to be free that night . . . Now, Gene,’* her 
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they've come to a madhouse. And don’t stay up 
long, either. If you don’t tum them out at mid- 
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certainly have some nasty bruises. You'll be black 
tomorrow.”"’ 
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looking forward to an carly night! What's that in those bas- 
kets, Gene? Something for me?"’ She eyed the wicker pan- 
niers with the acquisitive glance of a magpic. 
Expressionless, Gene shook his head. ‘‘I'm sorry, dear. I 
had no time to look around the shops today. These are just 
papers I brought home."’ 
papers! Why ever do you want to bring that trash home with 
you?"’ Without waiting for an answer she stalked away down 
the hall, gesturing for Romy to follow. As she did so, Gene 
gave her an encouraging, conspiratorial wink; stiff and sore as 
she was, her spirits lifted. Wednesday didn't seem so far 
away after all. 


Romy’s instinct had been correct. Faced with the problem of 
showed an unexpected familiarity with the needs of refugees. 
In no time at all she had the Chinese girl snugly ensconced in 
a secluded pavilion behind the flowering rockery, equipped 
with new clothes, papers, and a new identity. She had also set 
in motion mysterious machinery which would spirit her out of 
the country to join her mother’s Third Uncle who lived in 
Tokyo. 

Romy was very surprised, 

“Oh, it’s not the first time I've had to shelter these poor 
people,”” said Abigail diffidently, ‘tone gets to know the 
ropes ... They often ask me for help—in fact we've got 
quite a little organization now for getting them away to 
safety." 


This from Mrs. Bentley, the respectable doyenne of Shang: 
hai society! Romy's astonishment grew. Questions jostled one 
another. 

*“But—but isn't it dangerous? What would happen if they 
caught you? Why do you do it? Are you a Communist, too?"’ 

“Certainly not!"’ Abigail sounded shocked by the sugges- 

62 
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tion. ““I believe in individual freedom—the very opposite of 


“*Then—why?"" 

“*I suppose it's a question of humanity. | find myself 
unable to stand by and see these poor people—children, most 
of them—tortured and imprisoned just for trying to improve 
their wretched lives. Ro I do'sttnt con Sor dates’ Reakineo* 
Her mouth twitched and behind the gold-rimmed spectacles 
her dark eyes held a distinctly naughty twinkle. 

“*You enjoy it!" exclaimed Romy. 

“I'm afraid I do. It adds such a spice to life here. The 
Kuomintang are really very unpleasant characters; it gives me 
the greatest satisfaction to outwit them." 

She might have been a village schoolmistress explaining 
her methods for frustrating fourth form bullies. Romy imag- 
ined how surprised Stephen would be to see his hostess in this 
new light, but almost as if reading her thought, Abigail added 
gently, ‘“There’s just one thing . . . | wonder if you'd be so 
kind as to keep my little secret? You see if anyone in author- 
ity knew of my involvement, my usefulness would vanish. I 
don't like to have to ask this, but I'd rather you didn’t 
mention the matter—even to your husband. He's here on 
government business; knowing his hostess is engaged in 
area activity might be professionally embarrassing 


tie a dele, of course. Reluctantly Romy nodded. * ‘So 
you don't want me to tell Eugene Lyon, cither?’’ 

“*Mr. Lyon?"’ Abigail gave her a sharp, assessing glance. 
She said, “‘Journalists are seldom noted for their discretion, 
my dear, but in this case the young man seems to have acted 
with a good deal of sense . . . Why don’t you just tell him 
Miss San is safe, and leave it at that? I'm sure he'll 

“Oh! What about poor Mr. San? Is there any hope of 
rescuing him, too?"’ 

Abigail shook her head. ‘‘I'm afraid his chances are very 
slim, poor fellow. All the same, I'll send Li to find out what 
he can.”’ 

Li was quickly dispatched on his errand, but as soon as he 
retumed they coul: see from his expression that the news was 
bad. Very soon after entrusting Romy with his message, it 


the lid of the hamper. Inside they found their quarry, limp 


rangy figure. 

He gulped his tea and reached for a cigarette. ‘‘Do you 
mind’?"* . 

“Of course not. I'll join you, if I may,’ said Abigail. 
“How did you get on with the issimo?’” 


“It’s beginning to seem as if you only get what you want 

bribing the right people,"’ he finished ruefully. ““But if you're 

prevented from meeting the right people in the first place, 
can 


fi 


you get a chance to bribe them? It’s a vicious 
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Abigail drew thoughtfully on the cigarette, “cities it 
between puffs in a manner of the inexperienced smoker. Romy 

she had only asked for one to put Stephen at ease. 

“I'm afraid that’s broadly true,’’ she said. ‘‘All the same, I 
may be able to help you. If you and Rosemary will come with 
me to the opera tomorrow night, I should be able to give you 
some introductions that may prove useful. Once you've met 
the men who wield power on a social level, you'll find it’s 
much easier to talk business with them. Not that it's ever very 
easy,’ she added, ‘but at least an introduction from me may 
break the ice.’ 

“I'd be very grateful,"’ said Stephen. “‘At the moment I 
seem to be getting nowhere, and I’m sure it's all a question of 
breaking into the right circle. What I really need now is a trip 
down south to take a look at the Kuomintang army in action."* 

“Or inaction,’’ said Abigail sardonically. 

“*Will you be able to talk about that kind of thing at the 
opera?"’ said Romy. She had visions of Stephen trying to 
discuss money matters in competition with a soaring soprano. 

Abigail laughed. ‘*You'd be surprised. More business gets 
done in restaurants and opera houses than in any office here. 
The Shanghai opera’s the great place to see and be seen. 


“Can you get tickets?'’ asked Stephen eagerly. 

She smiled. ‘‘My cook's wife has a cousin whose 
by marriage sells hot towels at the opera. I expect he'll be 
able to arrange something."’ 


As they took their seats in the covered central courtyard of 
the tall galleried opera house on Yan An street the following 
evening, Romy’s cye was caught by a commotion near the 


entrance. 
“Ah, here he comes,"* murmured Abigail with satisfaction. 
Romy craned round. Like a flock of gorgeously feathered 


Hie scietathes Gv Snot trfeceicl nce oonped woes, and 
Romy glimpsed the Marshal. He was a fine, intelligent-looking 
man in his thirties, with a high forehead and strong, resolute 
chin. He was very thin, with parchment-colored skin drawn 


“He doesn’t look so very young,”’ she commented. 
“No."* Abigail lowered her voice. * ‘In China, you know, 
“young’ is hardly a term of respect, cither. Poor fellow! I'm 


(Suh pang iad sabe atrium 


he was high, fierce as a Manchurian tiger, and a real 
i the flesh of the Japanese. They murdered him in the 
up his train, and now they've driven the 

and his army out of Manchuria altogether. 

He's been dancing attendance on Chiang Kai-shek for the last 

years, waiting for an opportunity to win back his home- 

but instead the Generaliasino has seat him to subdue the 
Communists in Kiangsi province."’ 

Sih plaeesd aud tarsed to Gtephen, who was listening with 
interest. “‘If want to visit the front line, Chang Hsueh- 
liang’s the man you ought to talk to. I'll see if I can't 
introduce you the interval."’ 

“Who's the tall man in the Marshal's party?"’ asked Romy. 
“I thought he was at Stephen.”’ 
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**It’s a chap called Harvey Lombard,"’ said Stephen brief- 
ly. “I knew him at school, but haven't seen him since."* 

Lombard, H., he remembered suddenly, had left under 
some sort of cloud, though whether of the moral, financial, or 
purely academic variety he couldn't recall. It didn’t seem 
necessary to mention this to Romy. 

**How strange to see him here.’’ Her eyes were still on the 
black dinner jacket. 

“Dr. Lombard is the Young Marshal’ $ personal physician,” 


“| know of him,” corrected Abigail gently. “‘It's not quite 
the same thing . . . Now, listen. I must give you some idea 
of the plot before the opera begins, or you'll be completely at 
sea. I'm so glad we came tonight—it's a real treat for me. 
This is one of my favorite operas—The Three Generals of 
Kiangsi. They must have chosen it in honor of Marshal 


Romy found it hard to concentrate on Abigail's synopsis of 
the plot. Moths and mosquitoes, attracted by the lights, blun- 
dered against her, tickling her bare arms and tangling in her 
curls. She felt sticky and itchy and plied her paper fan 


“There are three brothers who are generals,’’ said Abigail, 
*‘and two of them quarrel. Oh, it doesn't matter what they 
quarrel about—I won't go into all that—the point is that the 
third brother tells the first that the second one is dead. The 
second dresses up as the first and escorts the third one’s two 
brides to the first brother's city. The third brother—who by 
this time is pretending to be the second, refuses to let them 

. . Am I making this clear? Then there's a woman general 
as well. . .”” 

Romy was thoroughly confused. ‘‘Is it all about these 
generals? Isn't there a love interest?’’ 

““Not tonight, I'm afraid. Hush now, it's going to begin.” 

A ferocious rattling and banging of gongs reduced the 
audience noise by about a third, and the first of the generals, 
gorgeously appareled in scarlet with an immense headdress of 
plumes which trailed down to his heels, glided onstage, utter- 
ing a weird high-pitched wail. His face was totally masked in 
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paint. The audience gasped in admiration and the gongs beat 
frenziedly, on and on. 

Another, identically dressed general entered, and then a 
third. They circled the stage and one another with little 
darting runs which reminded Romy of cock pheasants dis- 
playing in the spring. The deafening din continued unbroken. 

Could this be opera? Bewildered, Romy stole a sideways 
look at Abigail and saw that she was totally absorbed, her lips 
slightly curved in a smile of pure rapture. Together with the 
rest she had entered a new world where 


hi 


Saco apes isn’t it?”” he asked, towering over their 

seats. ‘‘Do you remember me? Harvey Lombard. Nice fo see 
you again. I was told that someone called Russell was coming 
to sort out this financial mess for us, but I'd no idea it would 
be you." He looked with open curiosity at Romy. 

“This is Dr. Lombard, darling. My wife, Rosemary."’ 

**How do you do?"’ He took her hand in a firm, ce 
smiling into her eyes. “It’s a pleasure to see you here. Ah 
good evening, Mrs. Bentley."" 

Abigail's nod to him was barely civil, Romy thought, but 

Lombard remained unruffled. 

**I must explain I'm here as the Marshal's errandboy,"’ he 
went on. ‘‘He's in a holiday mood tonight, and he wasn't at 
all pleased to see important official guests seated so far back."’ 

“Oh, we're not here in an official capacity,"’ protested 
Stephen. 
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**That doesn’t matter. He asks if you'd do him the honor of 
moving forward to join his party, and then coming on to dine 
with him. What do you say?"’ 


As they left their seats to move forward, three young 


Chinese girls, giggling excitedly, ran down the aisle and 
slipped into the vacant seats. Observing them, — 
smiled. ‘‘It’s an ill wind that blows nobody any good,”’ she 
murmured. 


If the Young Marshal spoke English, he didn’t mean to 
display the accomplishment in public, He regarded Romy 
with an alert, connoisseur’s eye as Dr. Lombard performed 
the introductions, and bowed gravely over his own joined 
hands. We shake other people's hands, but the Chinese shake 
their own, thought Romy, amused. Much more hygienic. She 
remained respectfully silent while, through the medium of Dr. 
Lombard, the Marshal made polite inquiries about Stephen's 
family, age, and state of health. Jasmine-scented tea was 


start of the second act. 

Was it because she knew what to expect, or was it the 
presence of Dr. Lombard at her side, explaining the plot in 
his deep, agreeable whisper, that made the second part of the 
program so much easier to tolerate than the first? Perhaps, 
thought Romy, it was simply because the front row seats were 
luxuriously cushioned that she was conscious of neither bore- 
a a ee ee 

and the lights went up again. 

With the rest of the audience staring open-mouthed and 
affording it a respectful passage, the Marshal's party swag- 
gered out to the brightly lit street where a fleet of curtained 
limousines with uniformed chauffeurs waited. A moment later, 
it seemed, their car was speeding down the narrow strect at a 
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Romy’'s arm. “Come slong, ste 


Hie 


go of her arm. 

He shrugged away her thanks. ‘Oh, he enjoys it, when 
he’s in the mood. He's quite the cosmopolitan since his trip to 
Burope last year. There's one thing I ought to mention, 
though . . ."” he bent his head confidentially. “I take it you 
won't mind if I ask you to slip out when the party gets 
rowdy? Some of these old Manchurian 

; . . . lacking in polish. Their ideas of fun date back to 


girls, of course." He laughed, showing white teeth, 
“Don’t look so worried. It’s all quite harmless. You sit here, 
Mrs. Russell, next to me. The Marshal has particularly asked 


glance over his shoulder at her, and smiled reassuringly. If 
Dr. Lombard thought it was all right for her to join the party, 
there was surely no need to worry. 
causing among the Marshal's officers. She could feel eyes on 
her all the time, and whole groups would turn and stare 
openly at her; almost, she thought, as if she was a piece of 
merchandise on display. It made her uneasy. There was much 
and staccato chatter but no one came over to speak to 
her. She felt uncomfortable seated alone at the table while the 
other guests milled about; she wished Dr. Lombard would 
come to her rescue. She could see him on the other side of the 
room, engaged in a three-cornered conversation with Stephen 
and a short, stout, balding European encased in tight mess 
kit. 
*“What on earth are you doing here?"’ 
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She swung round, smiling. She’d have known that slow 
drawl anywhere. ‘Oh, Gene! I'm so glad to see you,”* she 
said thankfully. ‘‘Do come and sit beside me and tell me who 
everyone is."’ 

To her surprise his dark face broke into no answering 
smile. His expression was stern, almost grim. ‘Why are you 
here?"’ he said again. ‘‘Who invited you to this place?”’ 


He shook his head disbelievingly. ‘‘You mean he actually 
invited you here?"’ 

Romy hesitated. ‘“Well . . . not exactly."’ 

The snap in his voice made her hackles rise. The way she 
was being alternately stared at and ignored had made her 
edgy; this inquisition from Gene seemed the last straw. ‘*Dr. 
Lombard asked us to come—not that it's any business of 
yours,"’ she said sharply. 

““Lombard!”” he said disgustedly, ‘‘I might have guessed 
he'd be at the bottom of it."’ 

“The bottom of what? Why shouldn't I be here?’’ she 


loudly. “‘Stephen asked if it was all right for me to come, and 
Dr. Lombard insisted I did. This is a perfectly ordinary 


“Your confidence does you credit. I suppose you've known 
the doctor long enough to trust him?"’ said Gene dryly. 

She stared at him, trying to fathom his meaning. ‘I haven’t— 
but Stephen has. They're old friends. They were at school 


DRAGON STAR 73 
wife attend an all-male banquet could hardly be well regarded in 
official circles, you know. As far as women are concerned, 
the Generalissimo’s a strong believer in the ancient virtues."* 

**Ancient nonsense!’" she said furiously. *‘I won't listen to 
such a ridiculous suggestion."’ 

**All the same, I’m going to have a word with your hus- 
band. I doubt if he realizes quite what he’s let you in for,” 
said Gene, rising with a purposeful air as Dr. Lombard at last 
returned to the table. ** "Evening, Harvey. I gather you're 
responsible for Mrs. Russell's presence this evening. Do you 
really think it's well advised to bring her here?’’ 

Romy was still seething. weecb per te Peg 
she thought indignantly. With Dr. ee ee to give her 
confidence, all the uncertainty raised by Gene's hateful 
insinuations melted away. People were taking their seats, and 
sta talcs fllod up so winy of wales cated bs te 
first ‘‘great dish"’ and its accompaniments. The appetizing 
scents of garlic and ginger, roast meat and rich sauces filled 
the air and Romy realized how hungry she was. She wouldn't 
dream of leaving the party now. 

“Oh, Dr. Lombard,”’ she said, ignoring Gene's frown, 
“*Mr. Lyon has been trying to scare me away by telling me a 
woman has no business here."’ 

She felt antagonism crackle like static electricity between 
while never taking his eyes off Gene, **your presence here is 
every bit as welcome as Mr. Lyon's."’ He seated himself 
deliberately and picked up his chopsticks, ‘*The Marshal is 
honored that you have consented to attend his poor entertain- 
ment. Now, if you'll excuse us, Lyon . 

Gene had no’ choice but to withdraw. He bent swiftly 
toward Romy and said in a low voice, ‘Watch out for the 
wine. It’s stronger than you'd think. And leave the spirits 
alone.’’ He turned on his heel and withdrew to his own place 
between two bemedaled officers, leaving her torn between 

**Take no notice of our American friend,’’ said Dr. Lom- 
cause he happened to live in China as a child he imagines 
himself the world’s greatest authority on things Chinese. 
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What he fails to realize is that all his information is years out 
of date. What was his parting gem of advice?"’ 

“He said the wine's stronger than it looks,"’ said Romy, 
eying her glass doubtfully. 

“Only if you've been reared by total abstainers,’’ said 
Gene, smiling again. ‘Try it. I'm sure you'll agree that it's a 
very tolerable drink.’’ He raised his own glass, toasting her 
with warm, admiring eyes. 

Defiantly, aware of Gene's dark, intent gaze across the 
room, Romy did the same. The deep red wine tasted uncom- 
monly like cough syrup, she decided, swallowing it with 
difficulty, but the colorless liquid in a smaller glass was clean 
and refreshing. She drained it, unable to resist a challenging 
glance at Gene. 

*“Delicious!"* she declared, loud enough for him to hear. 
Did he take her for some country wench who'd start giggling 
after a glass of cider? He was shaking his head warningly, but 
she drained a second glass. Instantly the waiter refilled it. 

“That's the spirit!"’ said Dr. Lombard approvingly. . . . 

Course followed course in bewildering variety, and little by 
little the noise level rose. At the Marshal's table a 
was in progress; sharp syllables were shouted back and forth 
across the tablecloth, punctuated by bursts of laughter and 
applause. She could sce, even at this distance, that Stephen 
was enjoying the fun. 

Then Romy's right-hand neighbor called out a challenge 
and several voices took it up. They began to play a simple 
guessing game, shaking fists in rhythm and shouting numbers 
as they took turns to shoot out one or more fingers. Every 
time a player guessed right, his opponent rose to his feet and 
drank a thimbleful of the colorless liquid, as a forfeit. 

The broad-faced Chinese officer next to Romy, who had 


“He wants to know if you'll play.’’ Lombard had to shout 
the words in her car to make himself heard. 

“Oh ... yes."’ She was pleased by this sign of accep- 
tance. She nodded and began to shake her fist like the others. 

“One—two—three . . . seven!"* 

She shot out four fingers: her opponent chose to display 
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left him a message,"’ said Gene. His voice was amused. ‘He 
isn’t in very good shape himself just now, but Otto’ll see him 


“Who's Otto?” 


“Much better, thank you,"* she lied. She surreptitiously 
Pinched the skin of her forearm until tears stung her eyes, but 
she couldn't shift the heavy weight of drowsiness. “‘It was the 
him to deny it. 


Hee ie ie a 
Sint, (HGS cul ati ie 
i it Ll laa a TLE iH ii! 
gaat aaeaay fpligee aE eau E 
Hit ui SHALE HE rT ay 
it HE uf iia 
fete pears St abil 
tiny? Haale nist HMRI Ess eyha ae 
ian {ie paveaa?ails?iat AP fit a5 


[ite 
tet 
Hi 
ete 
tH 
ie 


+ 
ti 
Fy 
i 
+ 
lf 
dj 


: 
"i 
: 
k 
FE 


: 
i 
2 


“I'd better help you undress.’’ 

“No, you will not!"' The hurried refusal betrayed her 

“*You'll never manage all those buttons.”’ 

He moved towards her purposefully, and she shrank back, 
hissing through clenched teeth, ‘‘Mr. Lyon, if you don't go 


A r 


away this minute, V'll . . . I'll scream! 


“That,”’ said Romy with unexpected dryness, ‘*is precisely 


what's bothering me."’ 


; he gave a choke of laughter. *‘Oh, 
of duty, I assure 
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His busy hands slowed 
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“There, now you're all clean and beautiful." He leaned 

i her on the lips, lightly at first and then with 

increasing passion. Her head began to whirl. Faintly, outside, 
approaching 





* DRAGON STAR 81 
As light on his feet as a huge cat he crossed quickly to the 
door. “Sleep well, darling,’’ he murmured and stepped un- 
hurriedly on to the veranda. 
Tense with fear, she strained her cars to listen. He was 
bound to encounter Stephen. There was no way of avoiding a 
meeting. 


“Who's that?’" Stephen's voice was sharp. **Ah, it’s you, 
Lyon. Is everything all right?"’ 

Romy began to tremble violently. The idiot—he must have 
walked straight into the returning reveler. Now how could he 
explain his presence? 

“I’m glad you're back, Mr. Russell,’’ said Gene coolly. 
“Your wife wasn't fecling too well so I saw her home. I 
think she'll be all right now."’ 

“Very decent of you to look after her. I'm much obliged. I 
hope it didn’t spoil your evening.’’ She tried to detect the 
faintest note of irony in Stephen's voice but there was none; 
he was genuinely grateful to the friendly young American for 
taking care of his wife. 

If he only knew, she thought; and then, immediately, thank 
heavens he doesn’t know! Whether she liked it or not, the 
guilty knowledge of the evening's activities would have to 
remain her own secret because there was no possible way to 
explain them to Stephen. He simply wouldn't understand. 
meeting him even more. It was with as much surprise as relief 
that she heard Stephen announce the next morning that he had 
arranged a three-day flying visit to the front line with Otto 
Liebermann, the Young Marshal's personal pilot, and if she 
liked, Romy could accompany him. 


Chapter Seven 


Frowning in concentration, his thick black hair flopping for- 


over the captured map which he had spread out on the pol- 
ished floorboards. 

There must, he told himself, be a way out of the trap into 
which the Red Army had been mancuvered. If he looked long 
enough and hard enough he would find it. 

He carelessly shoved aside an elegant ebony chair inlaid 
with mother-of-pearl and left it where it fell while he stood up 


put a proper table in a room, instead of cluttering it up with 
cabinets and pottery stools? They had too many possessions, 
that was the root of the trouble. Now if he lived here, he'd 
have all this junk cleared out and burnt and a few good solid 
country-built chests brought in: a table, some sturdy chairs, a 
bed . . . Sighing, the Chairman scratched at the angry insect 
bites that spread across his abdomen like a sprinkling of red 
82 . 
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Chiang Kai-shek, chief among their enemies, continued to 
pursue both on the ground and in the air. National minorities 
who had suffered for so long at Chinese hands took their 
revenge by launching lightning attacks on the straggling col- 
umns of Red marchers, then faded wraithlike into their shel- 


scarce and tobacco a forgotten luxury. But the enemy which 
now trapped the Red Army was not a human one. Struggling 
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For the crossing of the Chinsha had been a short- 
i - Ahead of them lay an even more menacing 
Savage Tatu river where, within living memory, 
army had met its fate. Better not to think of 
. Better to concentrate on the future than brood on the 
Once more he bent over the map. The Tatu river must 
be crossed, and there were only three possible crossing points. 

There was a shuffle of feet outside and the low murmur of 
voices. Chen Chang-feng, Mao’s bodyguard, put his bedrag- 
gled head round the door and announced that the other leaders 
had arrived. 

“Come in, come in,’ said Mao abruptly, flinging wide the 
door. “Don't hang about outside in the rain. We've work to 
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a marble table. A pinkish tinge spread across the creamy 
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*“We liberated a pig!’’ His wide grin showed strong vellow 
teeth. 
“I hope you paid for it." 


**What d’you take me for?”’ snorted Chu Teh. **Of course 
we paid, and I've brought the liver for your supper. Have you 
eaten?”’ 

Mao tried to remember. Certainly Chen Chang-feng had 
told him food was ready, but had he eaten it? A glance at the 
servant's reproachful face as he hurried to serve hot water to 
the newcomers was enough to tell him he'd forgotten all 

““T'll cat later,”’ he said tersely. “We've work to do first. - 
Take a look at this map. Here's the river—here’s the Luting 
bridge; this is our position now. Our latest information puts 
the enemy about here. Now, the question is, can we reach the 
Luting bridge and capture it before the enemy brings up 
reinforcements, or should we detour again?" 

“You'll be no help to the Red Army if you starve yourself 
to death,"’ grumbled Chu Teh, solicitous as any amah. He 
beckoned the servant. ‘‘Here, comrade, take this for the 
Chairman's supper and see that he eats it before he sleeps or 
you'll answer to me. It's good pig's liver, just what he needs 
to build up his strength. Now then, show me the map.” 

Sharp-featured Lin Piao, the young strategist, was already 


down on hands and knees, his supple fingers spanning the 
distance between A’ hang, where they were encamped, 
and the Luting bridge. ‘‘Over three hundred /i, 1 should 
guess,"’ he said in the gentle, precise voice that gave little 


clue to the quicksilver brain it articulated. ““You say that the 
Kuomintang are already on their way to Luting, traveling by 
the east bank of the river. Now if we could send a flying 
column to fall on them from the rear. . ."’ 

“That would mean keeping the rest of the army waiting 
here, at the ferry,"’ objected Chu Teh heavily. “I don't like 
it. It’s an unlucky place for rebels.”’ 

““Who’s calling us rebels? We're the Red Army! Just be- 
cause Prince Shih Ta-kai's luck ran out here, it doesn't mean 
the same will happen to us. Look how lucky we've been 
already! If a ferryboat hadn't been left here on the south 
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**Just because the KMT commander wanted to sleep with 
his new wife!"’ put in stocky little Peng Teh-huai with a grin. 
** _. . we'd have had a bitter struggle to cross here. Now 
we must make the most of our opportunities and forget old 


superstitions. 
“All the same, it’s haunted,’’ said Chu Teh doggedly. **I 


Chou En-lai stroked his beard, his clever black eyes darting 
from one to another, content to let them fight it out. He was 


to act in harmony. 
had thought deeply before transferring his own alle- 
to Mao Tse-tung back in Tsunyi, and when he had 
done so, it had been with some reluctance. Not that it was 
difficult to recognize Mao's authority; poor peasant he might 
ing, but he was also a born leader, a big man with 
big ideas to match his physique; possessing, moreover, a 
leader's charisma, a certain air of remote aloofness that seemed 
to mark him out as a man of destiny. It went some way 
toward compensating for his lack of social grace. Chou En- 
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to 
better hand of matters than their predecessors. 
The discussion was getting heated. Chu Tech's weathered 
face had darkened and his voice rose as he repeated his 


words. ‘Allow me to suggest a compromise . . . 
He was rudely interrupted. There was the patter and splash 


piercing 

attention-attracting howls which went on and on. Sunk in his 
abstraction, Mao Tse-tung ignored them but the other lead- 
ers, glad of a diversion, cast curious glances toward the door. 

It opened, and the flustered face of Chen Chang-feng ap- 
peared, beckoning to Chu Teh. “‘Comrade general, one mo- 
ment, if you please...” 

Chu Teh stumped out, shoulders hunched in embarrass- 
ment. Gleefully the others awaited his return. 

“The little devil," said Peng Teh-huai, half-admiringly. 
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**He’s overstepped the mark this time, anyway. It’s high time 
our brave Chu gave him the hiding he deserves."’ 
Hysterical high-pitched phrases seeped through the wall. 
“.. woke up and you weren’t there. You promised! The 
devils are going to eat me. They say they'll slice me in little 
pieces . - Screaming and wailing. I can’t! I won't let you 
go. No, no, no! You promised . 
Rumble, rumble went Chu Teh’s gruff voice, soothing, 


“It doesn't sound much like a hiding to me," smiled Chou 
was right. When the grizzled veteran rejoined them he 


ss sap 20 tag as you dont make a single sound. I'm 
very . Now then,"” he turned to Chou En-lai, **you were 
saying..." 

The others politely hid their smiles. What could one do, 
indeed! There was nothing wrong with that litte monster that 


was with the Red Army at all, since he was clearly too young 
to be a Young Pioneer and should by rights have been left 
with the rest of the women and small children in Ching- 

No, on this one subject Chu Teh was deaf to 


er's life was governed. He was impatient of discipline, bored 
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parently tireless child, and the sound 
voice. *‘Don't go so fast, Seuntsthonal Deas 
without me. I want to come with you!”’ 


Seakeca gaocmuncls to checiothey deliener enliinec 
Leaving his wife and three children in Augsburg, he had 


where anti-Semitic laws proliferated, and harassment increased 
daily. 
| east ap rmierontentcmaennt I am bringing Ilse and 
the boys to join me in the next year,"’ he told Stephen 
gloomily when they met to discuss details of Stephen's flying 
visit to the Kuomintang front line. “‘It is bad for their educations, 
but what can one do? Hansi has two more years of school only, 
and my little twins must learn where they can. Ilse does not 
wish to leave Germany, but every week there is more trouble 
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90 
for Jews and one day, perhaps, we wake to find the door is 
shut and she may not leave." He i 


“Oh, surely not 's no suggestion of collu- 

“Collusion, no; but still he buys weapons for the Reds 
Quite sure,"’ said Otto emphatically. **I ask you, when the 
Red Army catches the soldiers of Chiang Kai-shek, what do 
they do?" 

Stephen shrugged. *‘Shoot them?"’ 

“Only officers they shoot. From the rest they take all 
weapons and give one silver dollar. Then they send them 
home. So you see, all the Reds’ weapons are paid for by 
Chiang Kai-shek,’’ said Otto triumphantly. 


later the engine burst into life with a spluttering roar. 
The cabin walls trembled. Romy gripped the arms of her 
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“*Yes, thanks,"’ responded Stephen. 

Romy pressed her switch. *‘How far are we going?"’ she 

She saw Otto flinch. ‘‘It is not necessary to shout,’’ he 
reproved her. ‘‘We go for two hours only, then down. Then 
up, and two more hours. Tomorrow we reach the river."’ 


tried to recapture the elation she'd felt when they left the 
ground, but isolated as she was in the rear seat, she found 


Stephen's lips moving as he talked to the pilot, his expression 
alert and interested. She couldn't be bothered to switch on the 
intercom to hear what they were saying, but a moment later 
her husband at last twisted in his seat, gesturing. 

**What?"’ She pressed the switch. 

**Please make sure your seatbelt is fastened,’ came Otto's 
voice. “This may become bumpy. We're running into a 
storm."’ 


Fight 


® 


Stephen climbed out of the plane ready to interview anyone or 
take an interest in anything. 
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should have stayed at home. 
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general indulgently, catching her staring out of the window. 
“*You find it interesting to see Communist bandits, eh?"’ 

“No, I think it’s horrible,’’ burst out Romy. *‘Why can’t 
you put the poor things in the shade? They must be dying of 
thirst." 


“They will die soon, anyway,"’ said the general, smiling 


other peasants shall know what happens to Communist bandits.”* 
“It’s inhuman . . ."" began Romy, but a sharp nudge from 
Stephen warned her not to continue. 
General Ho was not in the least put out. *‘When you see 


Two more long hops brought them to Fulin, and now they 
could see the silver thread of the Tatu river far below, its dark 
cliffs frowning on cither side. 

**Hallo—what's that?"" Stephen’s binoculars picked up a 
thin line of gray-clad ants plodding along the eastern bank. 
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“What's up?”’ 

“Look across the river and tell me what you sec."’ 

“*It’s the Red Army, by God!"’ exclaimed Stephen excited- 
ly. “Or a bit of it, at any rate."’ 

“Where? Where? Show me!" Once again Romy had for- 
gotten to press the ‘‘send’’ button, and neither of the men 
responded; before she could repeat her question she saw them 
for herself. 

No more than a mile ahead of their enemy, on the opposite 
bank of the river, another column was marching, and this 


**It looks like a race to the bridge," commented Stephen. 
“D'you suppose the Kuomintang know about this? It's going 
to be a close-run thing.”’ 

“They must know,’’ Otto was positive. ““They are too 
close not to know." 

“Don't forget we've got a bird's-cye view. They may well 
be hidden from one another and a river like that must make a 
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bob about like a cork on a string, but she was too 
sick. Here was the famous Red Army on the 
she was determined to get some photographs to 
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fly over them again, as low as you can," 
want to take pictures through the window."’ 
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**Ha!"’ shouted Otto exultantly. ‘“That is good, yes?"’ 
“Marvelous!” cried 


and scrubby trees, she jacknifed into a fetal position, hugging 
her knees and whimpering like a lost puppy as the ground 
rushed up to meet them. 


Celestial Sparrow scuffed his straw sandals as he dawdled 


along the cliff path in the gathering gloom of late after- 
noon, rehearsing the injurious words he would burl at treach- 


I'm sure | can make them myself"’; although both he and Ah 
Song would know all the time that this was the purest fiction 
Celestial Sparrow had no intention of ever trying to plait his 
own sandals, nor did Ah Song mean to lose this one hold he 
had over the General's demanding young protegé. If Kang 
Ke-ching, Chu Tech's formidable wife, had known how Ce- 
lestial Sparrow employed the General's orderly for his own 
purposes, there would have been great trouble; but since the 
arrangement suited them both, the culprits took care that she 
remained unaware of it. Occasionally Ah Song would use her 
name as a lever and a threat, but Celestial Sparrow was a 
gambler by nature and relied on calling his bluff 

The matter of the sandals, however, would have to wait. If 


**I tried to wake you but you would not stir,"’ the old man 
his eyes and found the advance party had gone. ‘‘In the night 
Commander Wang got the order to press on with the utmost 
speed to capture the bridge. You couldn't have kept up with 
them. Two hundred and forty /i to march in a day and a night! 

ible. You're better off with me and the pack animals. 
Don’t fret, youngest brother. We'll get to the bridge soon 


But Celestial Sparrow was too angry at the way he'd been 
tricked to listen to reason, He wanted to reach the Luting 
bridge with Commander Wang's vanguard—it was a matter 
pride, He'd boasted to half a dozen other boys that he 
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Celestial Sparrow had protested loudly. 
‘There are other ways to obtain moncy!"’ 
“Do you wish me to sell myself on the streets?’’ 


= 


elephant. 
**Naughtee boy! Naughtee boy!"’ he shouted, imagining Ah 
Song's shocked face. Nanny used to call him many other vile 


“You are naughtee boy! You go to bed at once. You have 
no tea today!"* 


Crouching behind a rock a dozen yards away, Romy listened 
in blank amazement. Was she dreaming? Had the crash ad- 
dled her wits? This dirty little boy in the absurdly long tunic 
and trousers was speaking English—he must be an angel sent 
from heaven to help her. 
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ately heard men's voices. She stopped short, unable to be- 
lieve her ears. 

“Stephen?"* she called. 

There was a startled silence, then Stephen replied: 

“Where are you? We're over here."’ 

She broke into a run, the boy following slowly, warily. “Oh, 
thank God you're all right!"’ she exclaimed. In the dim light 
Stephen's bruise showed livid against his pale face, but he 
smiled and pulled her close against him. 

“T'll echo that,"’ he said jerkily. ‘‘We thought you must have 
been thrown out—when the wing broke off. I was terribly 
fraid—"” 

Stephen, afraid? She shook her head to clear it and said 

quickly, ‘Don’t worry, I fell soft. You and Otto had the 
Sikes i a:<5 guile’ por: frome Gon glam, but you were both 
unconscious, so I went to get help . . . Where is Otto?"’ 

The stocky figure of the pilot loomed up from behind the 
engine cowling. ‘“‘I, too, have escaped injury, but the plane is 
kaput,"’ he announced gloomily. *‘I can do nothing. We must 
stay here hidden till daylight and then make contact with the 
Kuomintang. There are many Communist bandits near. Why 
did you go away? We were searching. We have been anxious."” 

“I told you—I went to get help. I thought you might be 
dying.”’ With the air of a conjurer pulling a rabbit from his 
hat, she urged Celestial Sparrow forward. ‘‘Look who I've 
found! This boy can speak English . . ."" 

“You found a boy? What boy?"’ interrupted Otto. “‘Gort in 
Himmel! He is a Communist, little fool!’’ he exclaimed vio- 
lently, staring at the telltale red star. ‘‘Quickly—catch him! 
Don't let him go. He must not tell what he has seen . . .”” 

He fumbled at his belt for his revolver, but Celestial Spar- 
row summed up the situation in a flash. Before Otto or 
Stephen could lay hands on him, he slipped like an eel behind 
the nearest rock and faded into the shadows. Otto’s gun spat 
flame after him: too late. They heard the boy's pelting foot- 
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broken only by the muffled drone of the river. 

“Now you've done it,’’ said Romy flatly. 

Otto turned on her in a fury. ‘‘/ have done it? Oh no, it is 
you who have done it, Dummkopf! You have brought a nest of 
hornets on us. Could you not see that boy is our enemy? 
Could you not wait until someone of sense told you what to 
do? No, no! Like a stupid woman you must rush off and stir 
up trouble for all of us. You know what Communist bandits 
do to their prisoners? They cut off their cars and rip up their 
stomachs. Then they bury them alive. Now we shall all be 
killed and it is completely your fault!"’ 

The attack was so sudden, so unfair, that Romy gasped. 
This—after she had struggled to save him! ‘*Of all the ingrati- 
tude!"’ she burst out. ‘‘Would you rather I'd left you to fry in 
the wreckage? I wish I had, you German pig!"’ 

“There was never a question of frying. The plane is not on 
fire. All we must do is wait quietly here until the KMT 
soldiers come up the river; but you—you have to lead our 
enemies to this very spot."’ 

“Cut it out, you two,"’ said Stephen fiercely. ‘*This is no 
time for a shouting match. If that boy's gone to fetch his pals, 
as Otto thinks, we'll have to make ourselves scarce, and the 
sooner the better. Come on, up the hill and find somewhere to 

“Already it is too late."’ Otto pointed to bobbing lights on 
the path below. 

“Rot. Grab what you need from the plane and come on,”’ 

“But, Stephen—"’ Romy protested. 
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They crouched beneath a rock, holding their breath, listening 
to the jabber of excited voices drawing steadily nearer. 
“Sounds as if they've found the plane,"’ said Stephen after 
a while. *‘Where’s Otto got to?"’ 

“*I don't know. He must have found a hiding place lower 
down. He’s too fat for climbing.’’ Romy shivered. **‘D*you 


“Keep still,"’ whispered Stephen. “They may go straight 


past . 
Now I know what it feels like to be hunted, thought Romy. 
Like a fox or hare or deer, or a man on the run. Waiting, 


break cover shouting: ““l'm here!" Anything—even capture— 
would be better than the suspense of waiting passively to be 
discovered. 

All at once there was a burst of shouting close beneath 
them. a aatiod: fuaarie cn rae there 
was a despairing grunt: ‘‘Mein Gott ..."’ Tensely they 
waited for the next sound—a blow, a scream, a shot? Instead 
there was a torrent of Chinese: high-pitched commands from 
Otto's captors and the pilot's deeper tones replying, protest- 


ing, arguing. 
**Will he tell them we're here?’ she breathed in Stephen's 
ear. 
| ““Of course not."’ 
’ There was no of course about it, thought Romy. She felt 
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rash as Gad chee ech cette explained Celestial 
Sparrow. He looked as fresh as a daisy. 

“You mean they had to walk all this way?"’ 

He nodded. *‘I, too." 

“I expect you're used to it,"” said Romy, obscurely an- 
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gingery rock. On the bank occupied by the Red Army were 

few battered buildings swarming with soldiers, a pipicnd is 
and the tall twin pillars of a long suspension bridge. On the 
opposite bank, some three hundred yards distant, rose the 
crenelated wall of a fair-sized town, its houses clinging in 
clusters like swallows’ nests to the hill's 8 precipitous sides. 


pillars to the other, and it appeared to be composed solely of 
chains, like a great spider's ladder flung out across the roar- 
ing torrent. 

““Luting bridge,”’ said Celestial Sparrow, his clever, monkey- 
like eyes following her glance. 

“How are you supposed to cross that? There’s no footway,"’ 
said Romy, wondering if she was mad, or they were. What 


bridge 2 
doubt they had destroyed the footway themselves, to prevent 
the Communists making use of it: 


Hew down the bridge, Sir Consul, 
With all the speed ye may. . . 


Whoever held the position of consul in Luting town must be 
laughing up his sleeve to see his enemies thwarted on the 


bank. 

“Kuomintang take away floor,’’ confirmed the boy, nod- 
ding, “but now Red fighters are making bridge again. 
they cut trees."’ 

All around the quiet oasis where she sat was a scene 
intense activity. Like Otto and Stephen, the pack animals 
had 
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legs dangled helplessly above the foaming torrent. 


less, then dropped into the surging waves far below. 
**Ma Ta-chiu!"’ groaned the boy with a dry sob. 


forward and began to swing along the chains. Strapped to his 
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He was tortured, too, by anxiety about his family. 
poor Ilse, my poor Kinder,’ he would groan. ‘‘What will 


they do? How will they live?"’ 
Unanswerable questions, for it was clear to all of them that 


their captivity was purely a practical arrangement. The mo- 


ment they ceased to be of use to the Red Army would also be 
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had quicted somewhat, the three Europeans were taken 
before a military tribunal. 

In a whisper, Otto identified the stern faces of their judges 
across the expanse of crowded benches in what had once been 


You could plant seed potatoes in the dirt on Mao's face and 
neck, thought Romy, staring fascinated at the Red Army 
jeader. There was no glamour about him to match her imagin- 


ly . 
eyes below a high, wide forehead proclaimed that rarity: a 
man of action who was also a man of thought. Uncouth he 
might appear beside the dapper Chou En-lai and neat-featured, 
bright-eyed Lin Piao, but there could be no doubt who was 


When all had taken their seats, Chu Teh rapped on the 
table for silence, and a slender young captain, leader of the 
platoon which had captured them, rose to address the tribu- 


suspense. She found it terrifying to be unable to understand 
her accusers; to be forced to rely on expression and gesture 
and Otto's occasional muttered asides. 

The pilot was listening intently and didn’t reply until she 
nudged him sharply. Then he turned and shook his head. 

“Be quiet. I must hear . . .”" 

**But what's he saying?"’ 

Otto ran a shaking hand across his forehead. His face was 


gray. 

“It is bad. Very bad. They are all against us. Now I also 
must speak."’ His voice rose and fell in a mixture of indigna- 
tion and pleading. Sweat trickled freely down his temples, but 
the stern expressions of the men on the platform facing them 
did not change. Chu Teh hawked and spat. Lin Piao stared at 
his hands. Mao Tse-tung’s hooded eyes seemed to turn in- 
ward as if his thoughts were a thousand miles away. 
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Otto sat down again, and two more soldiers immediately 
sprang to their feet, demanding a hearing. Romy tugged at 
Otto's sleeve. 

““What did you tell him? What are they going to do to 
us?" 

The German shook his head. I don't know what they do, 
They say we are spies for Chiang Kai-shek. They discuss if 
they will shoot us." 

“Shoot us?’’ She felt as if she might faint. ‘‘What did you — 
say?"’ 

**I tell them they would be foolish to kill men of such skills 
as us. I am an engineer, and they need engineers. Stephen 
also has much experience of finance."’ 

An argument seemed to be developing on the bench. Otto 
looked more and more worried. Again he rose to speak and 
was curtly ordered to sit down. 

““What's happening now?"’ said Stephen. 

“They do not agree,"" Otto replied unhappily. ‘Chu Teh 
says we should die. Lin Piao and Chou En-lai say Chiang — 
Kai-shek would pay a great ransom for your return. Mao says 
nothing—yet, but when he leads, the others will follow.”’ 

said with a sudden flash of inspiration, ‘“Tell them 
we're friends of Mrs. Bentley." 

The two men stared at her as if she'd gone crazy. *“Why on 
earth?"’ 

“It doesn’t matter why. Just do it,"’ she urged. ‘Stand up 

Otto said heavily, **This is foolishness. . . ."’ 

Romy hesitated. She was loath to betray Abigail's secret 
but she saw no alternative. ‘‘Mrs. Bentley helps Communists 
to escape from Shanghai,"’ she said in a rush. ‘She hides 
them from the Blueshirts. It’s true—I swear it. Her house is a 
safe-house for Communists.”’ 

She could see they didn't believe her. ‘‘Oh, really, darling, 
that’s going a bit too far,"’ protested Stephen. “‘That's a 
ridiculous suggestion." 


them myself."’ 
“*I think you were dreaming, then,’ said Otto. 
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**It’s true!"’ She was almost crying with frustration. “Damn 
paling tao It may be our only chance." 
Otto shrugged. ‘*What harm, after all? I tell them."* Again 
he rose to address the bench. 
Romy, straining to catch Abigail's name, saw a remarkable 


“Bullseye, darling,” muntured Stephen “Bang on the 


Otto's hands still trembled with strain. “I think—I hope— 
that you are right. Listen now . 

Resonant and authoritative, the voice of Mao Tse-tung rose 
above the chatter, which was abruptly stilled. Otto began to 


“He says it is proved that we are capitalist spies . 


**Thank God for that!"’ 

“Instead we must—how do you say?—repent our crimes 
by working for the Red Army. . 

“You mean they're not going to set us free?" The smile 
froze on Romy’s face. “Tell them they must free us—for 
Mrs. Bentley’s sake,’’ she whispered urgently. 

“Hush . . . He asks now, what work can you do?" 

“Me? Glory be!’ Her brain felt numb, paralyzed. What 
could she do? She had no training, no skills. 

“Think quickly,'’ Otto urged. ‘‘They will not feed useless 
mouths. Can you nurse the wounded?"’ 

“I could try,"’ she said doubtfully. ‘‘I've looked after 
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“Ah, animals. That is good."’ Otto’s anxious face light- 
ened. *‘I tell them you are doctor for animals . . ."’ 

Their health was a different matter, Otto had a huge appe- 
tite and in spite of the extra rations supplied to him he daily 
grew weaker. Celestial Sparrow was open in his scorn. 

**Half a catty of rice, half a catty of vegetables, and still he 
is not satisfied but asks for bread as well. Bread! Truly all 
German people eat too much.” ’ 

Romy couldn't help smiling as she sponged the sore back 
of one of the pack horses. *‘Do you know so many Germans, 

ae 

“Li Teh, the military expert from the Comintern is also a 
German,”” he said with dignity, *‘and he eats just as much. 
When we were in Kiangsi Province, a courier was sent to 
Hong Kong to buy wine for him, and tobacco. His feet are so 
big that no sandals can be made to fit him. He is indeed a 


giant. 

“And he gives his horse a sore back, too,"’ agreed Romy, 
recognizing the man in question. “‘I didn't realize he was 
food—I'm sure he'd be happier. Come and hold up this leg, 
will you? I want a good look at that cut. If only we had some 
proper antiseptic, these things would be far easier to heal.’ 

The boy bustled to do her bidding. Her new status as 
regimental horse doctor pleased him, since it increased his 
own importance in the eyes of his contemporaries. It was still 
his responsibility to guard her and see that she did not escape; 
although well aware that this possibility was remote, he dog- 
ged her footsteps all day long, chattering constantly, and as a 
result the fluent English which he had spoken as a small boy 
was coming back to him by leaps and bounds. Romy, in tum, 
was picking up a smattering of Mandarin. Their daily horse 

ing clinics were conducted in a mixture of languages, as 
Romy instructed Celestial Sparrow and he passed on her 
commands to the other mafoos. 

It was not too difficult a job. Very few of the animals were 
ridden, though occasionally a wounded man would be placed 
in the saddle until he was fit enough to march again. Mao 
Tse-tung could often be seen on the brown pony he had 
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“Get it off me!"’ she said in a tightly controlled voice. 
“Don't lecture me about doctors. Can't you see that it's 
eating me alive?"’ A trickle of blood streamed down her leg 
from the site of the leech’s feast. Romy shook with horror. 


He came running. ““What’s the matter? Oh—what's that 


ing on your leg?”’ 

“It’s a leech,"’ she shuddered. ‘‘I can’t bear it. It’s sucking 
my blood. I can’t get it off. Oh ... it's moving! Do 
something!"’ 


By now she was the center of an interested crowd. *“D’ you 
want me to pull it off?"’ asked Stephen doubtfully. *“What if 
it breaks and the head goes on borrowing into you? I knew a 
girl once who got a tick in her head, and her mother pulled 
half of it off, and the rest. . .”’ 


: 


Romy said in a rising voice that bordered on hysteria, 
““Will you stop talking and do something before I go mad? 
Get it off me. | don't care how—just get it off."’ 
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Sparrow looked black as thunder suffered her 
standing as stiffly as an offended kitten, and then stalked 
away, head held high 


Stephen 
knowing!"’ 
Romy rounded furiously on him. ‘“Why couldn't you do 
that? All you did was talk while the beastly thing sucked my 
life’s blood. I didn’t want to know about ticks and doctors in 


“You'll have to take up smoking, darling,"’ said Stephen, 
“‘or else wear trousers."" 

**Wait till they start eating you,"* said Romy darkly. ‘You 
won't laugh then... .”” 
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“They pay for everything they eat. It’s the last thing I 
one evening as they lay ex- 


by their fire after a particularly strenuous climb. 
Above them, the icy peak called the Great Snow Mountain 
reared heaven against the black velvet sky. 


**Not at all. You know the orchard we passed today—the 
one full of ripe apricots?’* 
$ weren't any by the time we got there. There never 
“Well, I was up in front with the bullion and I saw that the 
branches were absolutely loaded. I thought the marchers would 
fall on them like locusts. 1 wanted to, myself."’ 


warlords’ armies, I imagine."’ 

**Every branch was stripped when we arrived,”’ said Romy 
mournfully. ‘*You get all the fun up in front."’ 

‘“Here, catch!"’ Stephen tossed across a handful of golden 
fruit. ‘“They’re a bit squashed but still edible, I hope."’ 

‘Now I know that chivalry still lives."’ She said with her 
mouth full, ‘Did Otto get some too? I see him drifting in this 
direction, alerted—no doubt—by the prospect of food."’ 

**He won't want them, don’t worry.”’ 

**How d’you know?" 

“Tummy trouble. Off his grub,’’ said Stephen succinctly. 

Romy groaned. *“The poor man—not again! I'm getting 
worried about him, Stephen. He's simply fading away before 
our eyes. At this rate he'll soon be too weak to keep up, and 
then what'll happen?" 

"We'll have to persuade them to give him a horse . . . 
Hello, Otto. How're you feeling now?"’ 

Otto looked years older than when they'd crashed. Loose 
folds of skin hung round his neck and his complexion was an 
unhealthy gray-yellow, against which his sunken eyes peered 
anxiously from deeply-hollowed sockets. 

“*Ah, you are cating apricots, I see. You must know that 
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It was a recurrent theme. Stephen made sympathetic noises, 


poor old Otto wouldn’t be in this fix, Or so he thinks."’ 

“You don't know that,"’ she argued. **You can't prove it. 
He might just as easily have crashed on any other flight." 

“| doubt if he’d ever have gone within feet of the enemy if 
we hadn't asked him to,"’ said Stephen dryly. 

“So you're blaming me.”’ 

“No, I'm not."" 

“Oh, rot. You know as well as I do that I asked Otto to go 

“He needn't have obeyed you, though.” 

“That's what I mean. It’s just as much his fault as yours or 
mine .. . Anyway,”” she added impatiently, “‘we're all in 
the same boat now, so why should he think it’s so much 
worse for him?" 

“Oddly enough,"” said Stephen slowly, “*I think it really is 
worse for him. He's never lived rough in his life, you see."’ 


starvation. Not to mention the most grisly marathon runs. I 
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She laughed unwillingly. ‘*It can't have been that bad . . . 
Well, all right. You may have experienced hardship before, 
but what about me? I didn’t go to boarding school, praise 
be.”” 

Stephen looked at her across the fire with an expression she 
couldn't fathom. ‘‘Oh, you're lucky, darling. You're one of 
nature's survivors." 

“What d’you mean?"’ 

“*How can I explain? You're tough, darling; which is what 

old Otto will never be.’ 

"Tough?" She wasn’t sure whether to be flattered or in- 
sulted. On the one hand it was nice to know he thought she 
was coping better than Otto; on the other his words seemed to 
imply a certain lack of sensitivity in her, an inbred peasant 
strength which was hardly the image she had striven to cultivate. 

She said, rather huffily, “‘I’m nothing like as strong as 
some of the Chinese women.” 

**No, beside Kang Ke-ching you look quite a fragile flow- 
er,’ he agreed, laughing. ‘*I doubt if you'd be able to carry 
wounded soldiers on your back as she does. All the same, if 
anyone had told me a month ago that my wedded wife could 
survive with the Red Army on the march and still look as if 
she'd stepped straight out of the pages of Vogue, I wouldn't 
have believed him.” 

This was better: compliments from Stephen were as rare as 
gold dust. “Ah, now you're codding me! I look a fright,”’ 
she exclaimed delightedly. 

“No, you might well be setting a new fashion—the Peasant 
Look, or the Shepherd Boy Look—you know the kind of 
thing they go in for.” 

Cities—fashions—modem civilization—how far away it all 
seemed! How far away it was from this primeval night on the 
frosty stars. They lay quietly, busy with private thoughts, 
listening to the countless small sounds from the sleeping 
soldiers scattered around them. At this altitude, men from the 
lowlands of Southern China slept lightly, uneasily, with pain 
in their chests and aching temples. The slow climb up from 
the valleys had done much to acclimatize Stephen and Romy: 
all the same she shivered at the thought of the morrow's 
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thin bedrolls with which they had originally been 
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“These mountains . . ."” she whispered. ‘‘D'you think we 
can cross them? No one seems sure if there’s a pass at the 
top. What if we come to a sheer drop? We'd freeze to death 
before we could get down."’ 

It was rare to see her defenses crack. He said with a 
confidence he didn’t feel, “‘If Tibetan tribesmen can come 
over to raid this village, as I hear they do from time to time, 
there must be a pass. Don’t worry. We'll find it all right."’ 

They lay side by side in their sleeping bags for a few 
moments, thinking of the morrow, then he said casually, *‘By 


“That's the last thing I'd want. Don't talk about it." 

Too late, she sensed his hurt. ‘‘All the same,’ he said 
stiffly, “I'd want you to have it. And look after it." 

“Your sister Sybil would do that better than me."’ 

“Sybil,"’ said Stephen unexpectedly, “‘would do nothing 
of the kind."’ 

“Oh, don’t talk about it,"’ she begged. 

““Why not? It's important. We ought to discuss it. I want to 
know that if I die my home will be in good hands. Your 
hands."’ 

“It’s unlucky. It’s tempting fate to talk about it,"’ she said 
quickly. The thought of the ancient house hung like a mill- 
stone round her neck and filled her with dread. *‘Oh Stephen, 
I'm scared,"’ she said in a low voice. ‘‘I hate heights. That 
mountain looks so cold and forbidding, lying in wait for 
ite 
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**Stop thinking about it. Go to sleep." He murmured as if 
to himself, ‘‘Cueillez dés aujourd'hui les roses de la vie.”’ 
**What does that mean?" 
“*Gather ye rosebuds while ye may . . . 
Romy was silent for a time. Then she said in a small voice, 
“Do you think we haven’t—haven’t got long?"’ 
lightly and she responded with passion, 
the specter of the mountain looming above 
wanted to draw away she clung to him. 
scared."” 
ut he knew it wasn’t only fright that prompted her to 
pes aginst him Se ee 
nape of his neck with trembling fingers. Against his will his 
blood stirred 


“Not now, darling,"’ he protested. “This is hardly the 
that 


He kissed her 
trying to blot out 
them. When he 
ed he dg 


moment—’ 

“Don't say that,’’ she said fiercely. ‘Why is it never the 
moment? What's wrong with now? You said yourself this 
may be the last time we have together. Why can't we make 
love?”’ 

Around them the army murmured and stirred. Fires crack- 
led, dice clicked. There was a burst of laughter near at hand, 
quickly stilled. 

**I don't care about them. What do they matter? Let them 
mind their own business and we'll mind ours. What's the 
matter, darling?’’ Her voice was soft, caressing. *‘Don't you 
want me any more?"’ 

The direct question embarrassed him. Want her? Of course 
he did, but not on a bleak frozen hillside in the midst of a 
Chinese army. Had she no sense of propriety? There was a 
time and a place for everything. 

“Don't you?"’ she persisted. 

“*It’s just that I think—"’ 

“Stop thinking!"* she said with sudden vehemence. “*You 
so damned gentlemanly.’’ Her voice cracked on the last word 
and she buried her face against his chest with a smothered 
sob. 
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eventually, we're in his sleeping bag. He's too polite to throw 
me out, so he’s waiting for me to make the first move. Just a 
few minutes more . . . She dozed and woke again, amazed 
to find herself still in his arms. 

This time I'll have to move, she told herself. She dreaded 
the breaking of contact between them even more than the 
plunge into icy air, but it had to be done. It was worse to wait 
for him to ask her to go than to initiate the separation herself. 

As soon as she began to wriggle upward in the sleeping 
bag, he started and his arms tightened round her. ‘*What’s 
up?"’ he whispered, ‘*What are you doing?”’ 

“It’s all right, darling. I'm only moving back to my own 
sleeping bag,’’ she said through chattering teeth. The frosty 
air bit her bare shoulders. 

“Don’t go; warmer like this,"’ he muttered indistinctly. 
“Nice having you here . . ."" 

She couldn't believe she'd heard him correctly. Had he 
really said that, or was it just what she'd willed him to say? 
She lay tensely for a few minutes longer, open eyes staring 
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Chapter Ten 


The bugle woke them before daylight. All around was bustle 

and confusion in the dank chill of a misty dawn. Packs were 

strapped on to carrying poles, the sick hoisted aboard ponies 
. ' . 


struggling upward in the thin air toward 

which glittered with rose-tinted ice in the morning 
Romy set off with a new spring in her step i 

terror pushed to the back of her mind. Stephen loved her; 
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time. Right, Right, Right in the middle of the kitchen floor 
Left, Left, Left my wife and five fat children . . ."" Her legs 
moved steadily, rhythmically, in the tireless gait of a 


In fact, as the path grew steeper, riding became too dan- 
gerous, and the cloud swirling round the mountainside blotted 
out even the shape of the men in front. Romy drove the pony 
before her, clinging to its tail, trusting its instinct to find the 
as 


the track snaked up the hill, vertigo made her head spin 
and her mouth was full of the thick, evil-tasting bile which 


heart was pounding in a way she'd never felt before, and 
though she sucked in great breaths of air her lungs ached for 
lack of oxygen. The pony, too, was tiring. It swayed like a 
drunken man and she fi it might lurch off the narrow 
track. 

Faintly the bugle sounded ahead of her: another halt. She 
flopped down and began to sip from her waterbottle, but she 
had no energy left to chew the parched wheat in her ration 
pouch. She craved sweetness: honey, chocolate, glucose. Even 
imagining such things made her faint with longing. 

**Ah, there you are. | was getting worried.'’ Stephen slumped 
down beside her with a grunt. She surveyed him wonderingly, 


“What are you staring at?"’ 

**You look . . . rather tired,"’ she said, choosing her words 
with care. *‘Hadn't you better ride the next stage?”’ 

A shutter seemed to drop over his features, freezing them in 
the polite, noncommital blank she knew of old. 


“I’m all right,”’ said Stephen. ‘‘It's not far to the top 
now."” 

“Do take this pony,"” she urged. ‘‘He's only got a light 
load—he'd easily carry you too." 


“I'm all right,”’ he repeated doggedly. ‘“There’s lots of 








you 
How will it help if you kill yourself?"" 
“Don't worry, I won't kill myself,”" he said shortly. **Hello, 


from the summit. Her pony neighed shrilly and 
to present its rump to the storm; there was a rattle like 
machine gun fire and huge hailstones the size of pingpong 
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Only a few yards from their halting place, still a 
mile or so below the summit, Romy caught sight of a familiar 
stocky figure collapsed in the trampled slush. 

Otto. 


As she drew level with him, she saw that he was still alive, 


sack of flour, too far gone even to speak. She tried to get the 


A political worker loomed out of the swirling mist. *“What's 
the delay?’’ he shouted against the wind. ‘You can't stop 
here. Move on.'’ He peered closely at Otto. *“What's that?"’ 

**The German prisoner. The pilot,’’ said the young peasant. 
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**He’s done for. Shoot him." 

Before Romy, who had only half-understood the rapid 
exchange, could intervene, the peasant drew a pistol from his 
belt and put the muzzle to Otto's temple. 

**Don't!"’ she screamed. 

He glanced at her dispassionately, then pulled the trigger. 
Romy couldn't bear to look at the place where Otto’s head 
had been. Casually, the young man hauled the body from the 
pony’s back and shoved it over the edge of the path. Then he 
shuffled forward into the driving wind. 

**Move on. Jex jen hung joeh! Hurry!"’ shouted the politi- 
cal worker, waving his arms to shoo the pony on. ‘*Don't 
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“You're lucky. You're one of nature's survivors. Zig 
if he hadn't been so lucky? 


With daylight came the bombers, three menacing black birds 
droning out of the morning sun. Romy woke to the all-too- 
wo wage dienrsadentey eats ecm techa 
their deadly eggs on the sleeping army. Breakfastless, cold 
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“‘Mort,”’ said Comrade Wu with } 
Romy stared at him. Mor? What did he mean? It wasn't a 
word she remembered. It didn’t sound French to her. 
“Non,"’ she said, shaking her head. 

"Oui, madame. Je regrette. Votre mari est mort.” 

Oh, it was agony not being able to understand. Like in 
those terrible after-dinner games where one person tried to act 





at her elbow, cheerfully translating for her! The force of her 
isolation struck her like a blow. — 
She had to shake her head again. ‘‘Comprends pas,"’ she 


“‘Mort, madame. Mort, mort, mort."" 

It was no use. She couldn't understand him. The two 
Chinese conferred together, then Ah Song went off and fetched 
one of the smaller Little Red Devils, together with a pack 
pony. 

Romy watched in complete bewilderment. Were they going 
to fetch Stephen? Or were they completely at cross-purposes 
with her? 

*‘Mon mari?"’ she said plaintively. ‘*Ste-phen?"’ 

Wu tapped his chest again. ‘‘Voici votre mati.’’ He pulled 
the grinning child forward. ‘‘Voici Celestial Sparrow."’ 

Suddenly she understood. He was going to act the answer 
to her question. They were on the same wavelength at last. 

He patted the horse’s back. ‘‘Argent. Trésor.’’ 
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*‘Montagne."’ He pointed to the sky. ‘‘Chiachinshan. 
Mountain. 


staggenng. 
denly, at his order, the boy appeared to trip and fell sprawling 
off the right-hand side of the path, into the pretended abyss. 
“Oh God!"" she murmured. 
u knelt down, releasing the pony, which wan- 
carpe ager Slowly he reached for- 
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“Votre mari,"’ he said, returning. “‘Mort. Celestial - 
row,”’ he prodded the recumbent boy. ‘‘Mort aussi. Morts 
tous les deux."" 

She could no longer misunderstand him. Tears were cours- 
ing down Ah Song's leathery cheeks; she remembered how 
fond he had been of the impudent youngster who had teased 
him and bribed him and insulted him in a way no Red warrior 
should have been teased and bribed and insulted. 


Somewhere near the summit of the Great Snow Mountain, 
Celestial Sparrow had fallen over a precipice. Stephen had 
to rescue him—and died in the attempt. 
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A pulse throbbed erratically in Abigail's throat as she stared 
at the letter gripped in her white-knuckled hands. It had been 
brought to her breakfast table in the flower-filled courtyard by 
Chen Cheng, her new Number One boy, with the explanation 
that the gatekeeper, the k’aimenti, had found it pushed be- 
neath the gate when he rose to unlock it. 

Abigail didn't altogether trust Chen Cheng not to have read 
it before bringing it to her. It was still sealed, but steam and 
deft Chinese fingers were more than a match for any sealed 
flap. Rather than open the envelope under his knowing, in- 
quisitive eyes, she sent him to find her spectacles, and while 
he was gone slit the cheap ricepaper with her fruit knife. 

The message bore no greeting and was frightening in its 
simplicity: 


Your servant Li Ping has purchased a pardon by telling the Blueshirts 
of your subversive activities in helping Communist bandits to evade 
justice. You would be well advised to leave Shanghai for a pro- 
longed holiday until police interest in your doings has died down. 
As you may be aware, the climate of Sianfu is beneficial and the 
area rich in archeological interest, Young Marshal Chang Hsueh- 
liang urges patriots to join his fight against Japanese imperialism. 
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to his base at Sian, provided they were deter- 
mined to fight the Japanese. 

Healthier . . . thought Abigail. Yes, it certainly would be 
a healthier political climate for me, Besides, I should like to 
sad So ‘mapoall Sout “stink ty jalng ‘do tr ths: Nadipsedel Ed 
spirit of adventure which had led her to China in the first 
place stirred in her again. The more she considered her 
position, the stronger it grew. Why cower in Shanghai wait- 
og aaepete test 

“A nod’s as good as a wink to a blind man,"’ as wise old 
Didcadr coos @ sas. so what did it matter who had written 
the anonymous letter? Whatever his motive, he had succeeded 
in warning her: now it was up to her to make use of the 


warning. 
Finishing her cup of jasmine tea, she went indoors to her 


“I have decided to finish writing the book which my late 
husband started,"’ she explained. ee ee 
remain in Sian for several months—perhaps until Christmas. 
If that proves to be the case I will rent a house there and send 
for you. In the meantime, I would like you to stay here and 
take care of my property."’ 

“Velly good, missee,’’ said Chen Cheng in the pidgin 


chop-chop. 

“Excellent. Now go upstairs to the master’s library, please, 
and bring down the two black tin boxes containing his notes. 
I must sort out which to take with me. Oh, and if anyone 
calls, tell them I am not at home." 
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change from a rice diet to one of 
, proved too much for the Southern 
stomachs rebelled and the food went straight through them. 
More accustomed to roughage in her dict, Romy suffered 
less at first, but as they climbed higher into the barren hills and 


i 


sharing Ah Song's nightly fire, for his culinary skill could 
make even a leather hide palatable, and the old man extended 
to her the same small kindnesses he'd shown towards Celes- 
tial Sparrow. Even so, she grew daily thinner and more liable 


All too often small parties sent to forage in tribal villages 
failed to return. Once, as a grim warning, Ah Song led Romy 


sion, shoulders hunched; it was a second or two before she 
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realized with horror that every one of them was headless. 

she made more of an effort to keep in the thick of 
the column: death from exhaustion she could accept, but 
mutilation at the hands of savage tribesmen was a different 


matter. 
Personal cleanliness became a serious—even debilitating — 
. Without soap or toothpaste it was hard to keep her 


straight across her forehead. It was a small relief 
to her that her monthly periods, always unpredictable in 
now ceased completely; in her general state of debil- 


remnants of Mao Tse-tung's First Front Army straggled down 


ridiculous, she thought, as her stomach heaved and Ah Song, 
the eternal stockman, turned a lizard-like gaze on her in 


**We haven't marched all the way 
rot here while the Kuomintang traitors hand over province 


her nobly across the mountains, but here in the steamy mon- 


*‘What's the matter? Aren't you glad of a few days’ rest?"’ 


"t help wondering if he 
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about me. If he were tempted to report recent changes in my 
thinking to the wrong cars, it would undo much of my patient 
work. Yes, he is better here; even if what he treats me for no 
longer exists. Artistically, he allowed his thin hand to shake a 
trifle as he moved one of his red ministers in a swift diagonal 
flight across the board to menace Harvey's sole remaining 
charger. 

Harvey frowned and bit his lip. God, he thought, I should 
have seen that coming. What's the matter with me? I've got 
to win this game. I've got to! It had been a mistake to allow 


A 
nent. Anyone who played Xiang gi with the Young Marshal 
needed his wits well about him. Now Harvey's black army 
was in lamentable disarray, with the Marshal's red pieces 
crossing the river in droves to threaten the Nine Palaces where 
Harvey's general helplessly awaited defeat. 

It was all or nothing: he had little choice left. 

Harvey threw his last officer in the path of an advancing 
chariot 


*Jiang!"* exclaimed the Young Marshal with quiet satisfac- 
tion. Harvey's general took a pace to the rear. Smiling, the 
Marshal moved up a minister to reinforce the attack. ‘Jiang 
si!’’ The game was over. ‘Checkmate. You are still a gam- 
bler, Harvey. You trust to luck. You prefer to improvise 
rather than calculate.’’ He sighed. ‘My father, Chang Tso-lin, 
was the same. If you and he had played together there would 
not be one piece left on the board by the end of the game.”’ 

“I'm a doctor, sir, not a soldier," Harvey protested, trying 
to speak lightly, not to give away how badly he'd needed 
win that game. *‘I haven't your skill in handling armies— 

He watched carefully to see if that dart would reach the 
mark and was rewarded. The Marshal's smile vanished. 

He said somberly, **Perhaps chess armies are all I'm fit to 
command now. Certainly the Generalissimo seems to think 
so."’ 

Harvey's senses were instantly alert. Perhaps there was 
some truth in the rumor that Chang Hsuch-liang was going to 
be superseded in his command. “But he knows all your 
officers are loyal—’ 


. He sai 
Chang's smile was bland. **I believe we should fight the 
Japanese. You know that, Harvey.’ 


Harvey must not be allowed to suspect. 

“Another game?"’ suggested the Young Marshal, turning 
the board. **You will want your revenge on me."" 

“I'm afraid I've nothing left to wager." 
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“Oh, come. Your Ming elephant against my gold phoenix 

“Both your gold cups?"" Almost automatically Harvey began 

to haggle, but before they could decide the stake they were 
interrupted. 


A handsome young staff officer in the gray Tungpei uni- 
form entered and saluted smartly. ‘‘Permission to speak to 
Doctor Lombard, sir!"’ 

The Marshal raised haughty eyebrows. ‘*Permission granted.” 


sudden decision. ‘It is the penalty of a doctor’s profession, 


supply unit? Perhaps she is their new secret weapon. Cer- 
tainly you must go and solve this mystery. I shall not sleep 
until I have your report.’ 

“Very well, sir."" Harvey bowed to the inevitable. He 
followed the staff officer into the courtyard where a long 
black car was waiting 

The military hospital lay on the outskirts of the city, and 
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sons on an English teacher's salary, should 
in the same position at the same age. Without the 
children, of course; but sometimes he couldn’t help 
wondering if a thrifty English wife would not be a better 
investment than his two luxury-loving baby-faced concubines. 
He shuddered to think of what Fan Mei-ling and delicate 
lily-footed Li Wu must have cost him since he installed them 
house, but even their demands were modest compared 
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bronzes from the great dynasties; but the more he acquired the 
more he wanted, and it was to satisfy this collector's lust that 
he had undertaken to act as an agent between Chiang Kai- 
shek’s police in Sian and the Young Marshal's headquarters. 

Everything he learnt in his capacity as physician to Marshal 
Chang, every straw in the wind which indicated the direction 
of sympathies, was carefully evaluated and passed 


lent opportunities for surveillance of all who came in contact 
with his 
“If Chang Hsueh-liang were ever to dispense with his ser- 


exercise. On the other hand, if the Young Marshal's tolerance 
towards Communists were to wane again, there would be 
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fewer Reds for Harvey to denounce and a consequent drop in 
: problem, as he saw it, was very finely 





148 Olivia O'Neill 


weatherbeaten countenance of some tough old missionary, he 
recognized the beautiful girl he'd sat next to at the i 


broken nails, and her neck looked far too frail to support 
the heavy head. 

“Is it true, then? She is an Englishwoman?" asked the 
surgeon, judging it time to intervene. 

“Yes ... yes,"’ said Harvey abstractedly. He made an 
effort to pull himself together, to plan. “‘She can't stay here, 
of course. She must be taken at once to my house.’’ 

The surgeon’s almond eyes were expressionless but he 
allowed his tone to indicate di . 

“I cannot allow my patient to be moved, Dr. Lombard. As 
you see, she is seriously ill."’ 

“Nonsense, man,"’ said Harvey impatiently. ‘‘She'll be far 
better off with me—you know it as well as I do. I'll be 
responsible for getting her moved, if you'll let me have a 
couple of stretcher coolies. You must see that it’s quite 
unsuitable for an English lady to be nursed in the military 
hospital. I'll take charge of the case from now on and you can 
wash your hands of the whole affair. Well, damn it,”’ he 
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Chapter Twelve 
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beyond help, frozen to death as they slept. 
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on their picket line. She'd run toward him . . .then 
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her Rosemary? Her mother, and Stephen, and someone else 
with a deep, husky, faintly familiar voice. A woman . . . 

Her mind grappled clumsily with the puzzle then gave up. 
The only comfort was oblivion. She shut her senses to the 
sounds around her. 

“I think she'll soon regain consciousness,"" said Abigail 
Bentley to Dr. Lombard as they stood looking down at the 
patient. “Just for a moment, this morning, I really thought 
she was listening to me."’ 


Olivia O'Neill 
suspect an ulterior motive. But then, she reflected, 
the only one. Her brain raced as she considered 
or not to accept the offer. To walk straight into the 
den . 
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arrival in the old Chinese capital two weeks ago, 
lodged adequately if not very comfortably at the Sian 
, and spent her time looking up old friends and 
best to end the civil war. Mr. Lu, who hid his 
political activities behind the respectable cover of a tailor’s 
shop, told her that many of the Young Marshal's more forward- 
looking officers were already disenchanted with Chiang Kai- 
shek’s policies and favored an alliance with the Red Army. It 
was rumored that Marshal Chang himself was coming round 
to that viewpoint. 

But although the political climate was healthier here in the 
Northwest than it was in Shanghai for opponents of civil war, 
just as her mysterious letter had indicated, Abigail soon real- 
ized that Chiang Kai-shek’s faction was still 


er 
7 


Now he was offering her the opportunity to keep him under 
close surveillance. She ought to jump at the chance. Still 

Was his concern really for his patient, or did Dr. Lombard, 
in turn, suspect her of illicit contacts with Reds? Perhaps he 
was as cager fo keep an eye on her as she was to watch him. 
Quis custodiet ipsos custodes? she thought with inner excite- 
ment. Who takes care of the caretaker's daughter when the 
caretaker's busy taking care? 

His concern for Romy was certainly genuine enough. Since 
receiving the news of the girl's astonishing reappearance more 
than a year after she had vanished in the interior, Abigail had 
spent most of her waking hours at Romy's bedside, and knew 
that Dr. Lombard was doing all he could to save both her and 
the baby she carried. The Young Marshal, whose reconnais- 


you,"’ said Abigail earnestly. 
**But if you were living here, as my guest . . ."’ He left the 
. sentence artistically trailing and gestured with open hands, 
indicating she would be mistress of all she surveyed. 
“Well, I don’t know . . ."’ said Abigail, apparently flus- 


flaged her cool alert intelligence. 

“*It's really much too kind. Poor Rosemary—if you're sure 
I wouldn't be a nuisance to you .. ."’ 

““On the contrary, it would be a great weight off my mind 
to know you were here when I can't be,”’ he assured her 
smoothly. ‘‘Mrs. Russell should have constant companion- 
ship and conversation to try to stimulate her brain into activi- 


= , ; 
; age. Hooked her! he thought triumphantly. I've got the old 
. trout just where I want her now. It would greatly simplify his 


him where Celestial Sparrow was crouching, but the mule- 
teers were plainsmen who knew nothing of climbing skills. 

The moment Stephen's weight was over the edge of the 
path, the man holding his ankles let go. Helplessly, Stephen 
began to slide forward down the steep incline. Sticking out 
his arms in an attempt to brake and digging his toes desper- 
ately into the soft snow crust, he vanished from the sight of 
the watchers above. 

Seconds later he was on the ledge beside Celestial Sparrow, 
who huddled back against the steep slope, cyes dilated with 
fear. Below them a sheer drop yawned into space. The ledge 
was no more than eighteen inches wide: rock with a treacher- 
ous coating of ice which blurred into a snow crust at its outer 
edge. It was impossible to tell how far the rock extended, and 
how much was ice which might melt under the warmth of 
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their bodies. The wind howled and screamed round the corner 
of the mountain, tugging at their clothes as if eager to pluck 
them from their refuge, and though Stephen knew that twenty 
feet above them men and animals were still on the path, 
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steps to avoid it? Even if he'd managed to make himself 
understood, it was unlikely that he could have persuaded the 
muleteers to help. He'd had to act at once—and alone. 

ey Seles, anal @ tate coala cxoeie ta ae Ee 


any moment the whole ledge might break away from the 
mountain. 

“Come on," he croaked..*‘Now’s our chance. I'll lead the 
way."’ 

It was easier said than done, but using a chunk of rock as 
an ice axe and inching upward with the greatest caution, he 
began to carve notches for their hands and feet. The slope 
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was very steep, and as the exertion brought his numb hands 
back to life, the fingers became too weak and floppy to grip 
his primitive axe. The worst danger lay in sliding back on top 
of Celestial and precipitating him over the edge. Every 
time his feet failed to grip, Stephen's heart gave a sickening 
lurch, thinking the end had come, and eyery few feet they 
forced to rest, pinned against the slope like two bluec- 


ing with exertion but making no other sound: but when at last 
they reached the lip of the path and hauled themselves to 
safety, he rolled on the ground, hugging himself in an 

of relieved tension, and giggling hysterically till Stephen 
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weather may be better. We'll go back to the village and ask 

“Find proper house to sleep,’’ agreed Celestial Sparrow, 
who liked his comforts. Nimble as a goat, he skipped ahead 
down the path they had climbed so wearily that morning, 
apparently oblivious to the many blue-clad forms, lightly 
dusted now with snow, which lay where they had fallen or 
been dragged to on either side of the path. How many lives 
had the crossing of the Great Snow Mountain cost? Stephen, 
plodding grimly behind, could not ignore the dead so easily. 
The sight of Otto's body, distinctive in its black flying suit 
and boots, his shattered head half-buried in snow, confirmed 
his worst fears. They had killed Otto when the going got 
tough: what had they done to Romy? 

Fearing to look, yet fearing more not to look, he examined 
the face of every dead marcher he passed, but she wasn’t 
among them. Gradually his hope grew: perhaps, after all, she 
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had survived this terrible day. The army would be sure to rest 
and recover on the other side of the mountain. Tomorrow he 
and the boy would start at dawn, and try to catch up with 
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Now he extended the same courteous hospitality to Stephen 
and Celestial Sparrow, calling to his wife to prepare beds and 
soup, and serving them himself at his own table. Stephen felt 
ashamed that he had neither money nor goods, nothing to 
offer in return for their night's lodging. He was further em- 


Celestial Sparrow didn’t share Stephen's fear of taking 
advantage of an unwilling host. With excellent appetite he 
tucked into everything the old couple offered him, meanwhile 
complaining loudly at the poverty of the fare, and ordering 
the old man hither and thither in sharp, peremptory tones. 

For a while Stephen let him have his way, but when he 
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husband gloomily sharpened a long knife, something in the 
resentful looks they cast at their uninvited guests triggered off 
Stephen's suspicions. 

“Why is the lao fai-t'ai, the old woman, crying?"’ he 
asked Celestial Sparrow. 

““Because she is sad,"* replied the boy cheerfully. 

“Why is she sad?" 

**Because she does not wish her man to kill the sheep." 
“Then why must he kill it?" 
Celestial Sparrow shrugged. ‘Because we are important 
lords and must be fed.’ 

“But we don’t need . ** Stephen broke off and stared at 
the boy with dawning suspicion. ““Did you fell him to kill his 
sheep for us?"’ he demanded. 


when all the time he had six sheep hidden.”’ 

“All the same, he mustn't kill any of his animals for us,"’ 
said Stephen. Uneasily he wondered what other orders Celes- 
tial Sparrow might have given in his name. ‘*Go on, tell him 
we don’t want his sheep." 

Celestial Sparrow looked mutinous. **You will lose face,"’ 
he warned. “‘I tell him you are a powerful foreign devil and a 
minister of the government. If this old man no longer fears us 
he may kill us secretly or turn us out to starve."" 

There was a grain of ignoble truth in what he said. Stephen 
considered for a moment, then said, ‘‘All right, tell him I 
have taken a vow to cat no meat. You did not know of this 
when you ordered the sheep killed.’’ 

“If I say this, I shall not eat meat cither!"’ cried Celestial 
Sparrow woefully. 

“Too bad. All the same, I don’t think you'll starve,"’ said 
Stephen, hiding his laughter. *‘Mr. Wu has been very hospi- 
table and I won't allow you to behave like a warlord toward 

“I am not a warlord,’’ said Celestial Sparrow between his 
teeth. *‘I’m a Red marcher."’ 

**Then tell Mr. Wu to stop sharpening that knife or I shall 
spank you, Red marcher or not,"’ said Stephen firmly. 
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“You would not dare!'’ But Celestial Sparrow had felt 

Nanny’s slipper often enough to know from bitter experience 
that the persons of little boys, even of exalted rank, were 

regarded as sacred by barbarous foreign devils. Unwillingly, 

therefore, he countermanded the order for meat, and peace 


All the same, both he and Stephen were heartily tired of a 
diet of millet bread and garlic by the time the storm finally 
old Wu To-ching agreed to guide them 


to 
far as his First Brother's son’s house in 
Chengsha, where he had business to transact. 
The silk merchant sat in his stately guest hall to receive his 
visitors. Beneath the ancient network of red and green canti- 
levered beams the lacquered floor shone like black ice, and 
‘ie : 


southern side of the hall. Over the chair of carved blackwood 
in which the merchant was enthroned hung the portrait of an 
emperor of the Ming dynasty, ousted by the usurping Man- 
chus, whose painted smile and half-closed eyes echoed those 
of the living man below him. 

Wu the silk merchant was a very different personage from 
his uncle, the scrawny, work-worn farmer. In the generation 
which separated them, the family had prospered. The younger 
Wu was as sleckly rounded as a well-fed cat and there was 


Like his fellow merchants, Wu had been a worried man 
when the Red Army came down from the encircling hills and 
Set up camp only twenty /i from Chengsha. He had hastily 


Nevertheless he had left his treasures where they were, and 
the imposing guest hall now bore witness to the recent re- 


moval of some of its furnishings. Large dusty patches showed 
where chests and tables had once stood, and several of the 


versation, was struck by the ease with which Celestial Sparrow 


own; indeed, the boy seemed far more assured in these grand 
surroundings than did the old hill farmer, who stammered 
nervously and showed signs of wanting to escape even before 
their host drained his teacup, signifying that the interview was 
at an end. 

Slowly, as befitted a Chinese conversation, information 
was exchanged. Stephen heard himself described as a high- 
oe sin ge adviser to General Chu Teh. Wu the 

silk merchant stroked his smooth chin as he digested this 
news, eying Stephen covertly. Then he announced that he 
would count it a privilege if his venerable uncle and honored 
guests would condescend to pass a night or two in his un- 
worthy house and partake of his poor hospitality. 

Celestial Sparrow demurred. If, of his benevolence, the 
honorable Wu would provide them with a guide, they would 


. 
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mined they should remain there. When he dismissed them, 
servants torches escorted them across many 


wide enough to sit in, full of warm scented water. This was a 
welcome sight, and so were the clean cotton jackets and wide 
trousers laid on the beds. 

Celestial Sparrow regarded the clothes with open contempt. 
“He gives us cotton to wear. Does he offer lodging to 
coolies?"’ he snorted, and fired a volley of words at the 
servant, who bowed and disappeared. A few minutes later he 
reappeared carrying an embroidered satin jacket fastening 
high on one.shoulder and black silk trousers. 

“Hao! It is well,’ said the boy, graciously accepting them. 

“Aren't those a bit fancy for a Red marcher?’’ asked 
Stephen, to tease him, but Celestial Sparrow shook his head. 
Splendidly dressed he would acquire face in this rich man’s 
house; if he wore coolie’s clothes he could expect to be 


Wu Yuan's air of serene prosperity was misleading: his family 
was divided against itself and he was in urgent need of money 
to offset the extravagance of his elder son. lerothariie 
adored and indulged by his mother since babyhood, had 
_grown up willful and demanding. He constantly urged his 
father to make the House of Wu into a place befitting the 


Besides his extravagant elder son, Wu Yuan had two other 
children. Liu, the Second Son, now lived with his aunt in a 
coastal town full of foreigners and steadfastly refused to 
return home to marry the bride his parents had chosen for 
him. Nor was Liu’s unfilial behavior the last of Wu Yuan's 
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Treasure safe in the care of Fourth Brother's wife, but that 


Bright Treasure had been brought home in deep disgrace. 
Her mother had tried to rebind the offending feet, but the 
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lious, unfilial young woman who was even now imprisoned 
in her own quarters on a diet of rice and water until she 
withdrew her stubborn opposition to marrying the man she 


marry him, why don't they call the whole thing off?"’ asked 
Stephen. 


"What's to stop them sending it back?” 
“They would lose face,"’ said the boy with finality. 
*“What a wretched business this ‘face’ is! From what 


Celestial Sparrow cleared his throat importantly and spat 

“Three times has Treasure tried to kill herself,’ he an- 
nounced. ‘‘First she threw herself in the water, but First Son 
came by and pulled her out. Then she swallowed raw opium, 
but it was not enough and only made her sick. The last time 
she tried to hang herself from a silken girdle, but her mother 
came into the room and found her. Now she i night 
and day, Fe ee ee ne SO PUSS: SE 
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Stephen groaned with disgust. ‘‘What a stupid business! 
Who told you all this?"’ 

"The Second Lady. She likes to make trouble for the First 
Lady and for the Venerable Ancient One who is her mother- 
in-law,’” said Celestial Sparrow with a grin. *‘She wants you 
to help Bright Treasure to escape from her father’s house."* 

“Me? Oh, I say . . ."” Stephen felt this was carrying his 
interest altogether too far. 

“What do you say?"’ inquired Celestial Sparrow. 

“I mean, that would hardly do. I can't accept Wu's hospi- 
tality and then spirit away his daughter. Especially since he's 
been so good and promised to find us a guide." 

“If he speaks truth about the guide."’ 

**Why shouldn't he be speaking the truth?’’ 

Couldn't a foreign devil see what was right under his great 
ugly nose? thought Celestial Sparrow in wonderment. Wu 
Yuan was a rich man, and he hadn't acquired his riches by 
making deals that showed no profit. It was crystal clear to the 
boy that Wu's amiable reception of the wayfarers was be- 
cause he saw a way to profit through them. Given the unset- 
tled state of the country and the ransom possibilities inherent 
in any foreign devil, one way of making money out of 
Stephen was easy to guess. Too late, Celestial Sparrow wished 
he had not mentioned that his companion was a high-ranking 
official. Leaving Stephen's question unanswered, he pattered 
off into the courtyard and came back with dragging feet. 

“They have locked the gate,"’ he announced. 

“IT expect they always do at night,’’ said Stephen, unper- 
turbed. He blew out the lamp and was quickly asleep; but the 
boy lay for a long time listening to the croaking frogs and 
other night noises, and wishing he had not accepted hospital- 
ity in this house of many pavilions which might so easily 
become a prison. 


After a week as the unwilling guest of the fat silk merchant, 
Stephen had been obliged to face the fact that Celestial Spar- 
row was right. Wu Yuan was keeping them under his roof for 
some purpose of his own, and the guide he had promised was 
a myth. 

His uncle had returned to his mountain home two days after 
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they arrived; whether he was to blame for their incarceration 
or whether he had acted in good faith when he confided them 
to the care of his brother's son was impossible to guess. 

remembered the old man’s closed, resentful face 


courtyard, and requests to speak to their host were ignored. 
Meals were brought to them in the pavilion on the cast side of 


watchful k’ai-men-ti into blind deaf mutes. 

Critically he examined Stephen's belongings. A signet ring 
gold. A fine wristwatch, also of gold. Would they be enough? 
Would Stephen be prepared to sacrifice them to regain his 
freedom? He decided to tackle the first question first, and 
embarked on a long haggle with the servant who brought their 
meals. For three anxious days he met with little response. 

Chang, the servant, was a cautious man. Risk his master’s 


Celestial Sparrow persevered. If, he insinuated, the master 
had sent messages to the Kuomintang, offering them his 
prisoners for ten thousand silver dollars, what would his 
servants get from the deal? Nothing at all. And when the Red 
Army triumphed, as it undoubtedly would very soon, and Wu 
Yuan and his like were subjected to the slicing process while 
their goods were distributed to the peasants they had robbed, 
would it not be worth something to have a Red Army general 
for a friend? 
the gold signet ring to the bribe, at long last the bargain was 
struck. 





The prisoners left the silk merchant's house by stealth, on a 
warm, wet, moonless night when the summer rains deluging 
down from the mountains swirled in yellow torrents along the 
unpaved streets of Chengsha. That same moming Wu Yuan 
had ridden out to meet his Chung-jen, the intermediary who 
was negotiating with the Kuomintang general over the ransom 
for the distinguished foreign devil held in captivity. When 
this news reached Celestial Sparrow he was in a fever to be 
gone before the silk merchant's return. 

“Tonight when it is dark, we go," he said positively. 

“But how?"’ 

The boy raised his hand in a sharp, imperative gesture. 
**You do nothing, say nothing, Ti-fen. I fix." 


surrounding 
was nothing he could do to penetrate it. He had to trust 
Celestial Sparrow to lead him back to the Red Army. 
With Stephen at his heels, the boy scrambled nimbly up a 
bamboo ladder which mysteriously i 
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slipped through flat-topped p’ lous, and crept past latticed 
rice paper windows glowing with yellow lamplight. They 
skirted the pond where the heron slept by his humped bridge, 
ducked under the rain-drenched branches of a clump of wil- 
lows, and found more ladders set either side of the gate- 
house’s outer wall, where the slecping k’ai-men-ti faithfully — 
kept his part of the bargain. Gusts of wind plucked at the 
springy bamboo ladder, but someone had his foot on the 
bottom rung and Stephen, descending into the stream which 
was the street, found Chang, three donkeys, and two other 


Stephen had a sense of total unreality. Where was he 
going? Into what folly was he allowing this i 
small boy to lead him? Should he have refused to leave Wu's 
house, and waited there for whatever fate the fat merchant 
planned for him? Celestial Sparrow had hinted at ransom, and 
Stephen had heard enough horror stories of foreigners held 
hostage by Chinese bandits to be anxious to avoid the experi- 
ence. Ransom was a slow, tortuous business which frequently _ 
turned out unsatisfactorily for all parties concerned. It was 
conducted through intermediaries who wanted their own cut 
of the ransom money and were unscrupulous in their methods 
of obtaining it. If the negotiations dragged on too long, the 
hostage's cars and fingers were at risk; if the ransom offered 
proved too small, he would be murdered. 

All in all, Stephen preferred to trust the Red Army: at least 
I had shown no desire to make money out of him. 
Besides, he must know what had happened to Romy. Hope 
that she had survived the crossing of the Great Snow Moun- 
tain alternated with hideous doubt whether any white woman 
could endure such conditions for long. When he thought of 
her alone and unprotected his brain shied away from imagin- 
ing what her fate might have been. 

As if in a trance, he allowed the boy to divest him of his 
watch and signet ring and hand them to the grinning Chang. 
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i died away, and all night they rode 
drenched and dripping landscape on a track that 
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his face hidden as Celestial Sparrow haggled with the bronzed, 
half-naked ferrymen, though he had no doubt that news of 
their crossing would reach Wu's ears soon enough. Small 


sers and tunic from whose over-large collar his thin, childish 
neck and freshly-shaved head stuck up like a tumip on a 
broom handle. His scalp gleamed like ivory through the soft 
dark stubble covering his head. Despite his rough clothes, he 
didn't look like a peasant. There was a certain casual grace to 
his movements and his oval face was pale and smooth. It was 
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easy to see that his small soft hands with their finely-tapered 
fingers had never held a hoe or guided a plow. 
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not to trouble himself in that airy way. He wanted to trouble 
himself. He wanted to know what was going on. He had an 
uneasy feeling that somehow he was being duped, deliber- 
ately kept in the dark. 

“What will Wu do when he finds we've escaped?’’ he 
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“He will be angry,”" said Celestial Sparrow serenely. 

“*T imagine so. But what form will his anger take? Will he 
send people after us?"’ 

A flicker of apprehension crossed Celestial Sparrow's in- 
souciant features. His eyes slid away from Stephen's and 
rested on the slight figure of their guide, now seated on the 
boat's square-cut prow. Stephen followed his gaze. The light 
breeze ruffling the water's surface pressed the baggy cotton 
tunic against the boy’s slender body, and suddenly, with the 
certainty of one solving a crossword clue correctly, Stephen 
had the answer. 

**My God,"’ he breathed. ‘*That's Wu's daughter, isn't it? 


It’s no good worrying about that now. The damage is done. 
The question is, what are we going to do about it?’’ 

Irresistibly his eyes were drawn back to the graceful, frag- 

ing low as she 


and defenseless. Something tugged at Stephen's heart. What 
sort of hell could her life at home have been, he wondered, to 
force her into the desperate step of cutting herself off from 
her family, running away into the unknown with a foreign 


concern of his. But again he felt that strange little lurch of the 
heart and recognized his old enemy, the traitor within the 


gates. 

Damn and blast, thought Stephen as the flat-bottomed boat 
grounded and the passengers began to stream ashore. I'm a 
rational human being. A normal, civilized specimen of homo 
sapiens, not a caveman. When I meet a problem I use my 
brain to solve it. | don't allow my animal instincts to over- 
whelm me. That girl must be returned to her father’s house, 
the sooner the better. I shall not look at her, speak to her 
or—above all—touch her. I shall have nothing whatever to do 

But even as he made this resolution he knew he would not 
keep it. Feeling his gaze upon her, the daughter of Wu turned 
her pale, flowerlike face toward him and smiled, not with 
prim, downcast lids like most Chinese girls, but a look of 
sparkling mischief. The red lips curved and lifted at the outer 
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comers, one delicate hand stole up to hide her laughing 
mouth. 

In that instant he knew he could no more send her home to 
her angry mother than he could abandon an unwanted puppy 
on a road. For better or worse she was his responsibility now. 
All the same, she couldn't travel with them. That was out of 


“*She has no home but yours now, Ti-fen. When a Chinese 


“She knows this. She consents to become your Second 
Lady,’’ explained Celestial Sparrow. A trace of embarrass- 
ment in his manner gave Stephen a shrewd idea as to how the 


or desirable; no matter how sorry he might feel for her. 
Celestial Sparrow said rapidly, ‘‘If she returns to her fa- 
ther’s house she will die. We will all die. Her mother will 
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not far away. The slightest sign that he had 
enough to bring the sparkle back to her long almond 
dancing dimple to her cheek. Her skin was as fine and 
magnolia petals and the dark lashes lay against her wide 
cheekbones like the wings of a moth. He fought down a mad 
impulse to take that fragile body in his arms, and said with 
deliberate coldness: ‘If you refuse to return to your home, I 
shall take you to the nearest mission station. You can't come 
with me, and that's final.’ 

It was an empty threat and she knew it as well as he did. 

**My home is my husband's home,"’ she said meekly, but 
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hump in the cotton quilt, hair as soft and dark as a fledgling’s 
down, a cheek like magnolia petals . . . 
“Oh, my God!"’ said Stephen, flinging back the quilt. 
Naked and beautiful, Pao smiled dreamily up at him and he 
drew the cotton over her again with haste. Her full lips curved 
and parted to reveal teeth as white and even as matched 


**Ti-fen,’’ she murmured, 

Near their feet there was a snort of ill-suppressed merri- 
ment and a moment later the impish face of Celestial Sparrow 
rose cautiously to peer down at the two of them. 

**Velly nice Number Two Lady!"’ he chortled. 

Stephen ground his teeth. He waited until the boy came in 
range and caught him a neat clip on the ear. ‘‘You doped my 
food, you unspeakable brat!"’ The sandpaper dryness of his 
heavy on his limbs made it difficult to sustain anger. 

“Bring me hot water and then make yourself scarce unless 


one soon after, River Pearl was conceived. 


Spring in Northwestern China has a magical quality. While 
the sere yellow-brown carth still lies in wintry camouflage, 


themselves seem to sprout diligent blue cotton-clad figures 
bending, hoe in hand; and even the warlord’s careless soldiers 
are moved by some inborn impulse to make detours round the 
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and the warm air is full of their shrill shrieks and the admon- 


ishing cries of their mothers. 
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It was during this season, when the healing sun began to 
beckon green plants from their winter’s sleep, that Romy’s 


E 


7 


stopped drifting in the mists of fantasy and she woke to 
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il was enjoying having Longmarsh to herself, 
Dr. Lombard would not hear of her traveling for 
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Harvey, she thought, smiling. He was her rock, her 
the world’s troubles. Abigail thought she leaned 
was inclined to urge her to make her 


i 


im she owed her recovery, if not her life. 

He came toward her now, striding across the courtyard, 
radiating energy and confidence. His sleek copper hair gleamed 
in the sun, and a smile broke over his freckled face as he saw 
her. He had been riding and wore an open-necked white shirt 
with a blue-spotted cravat tied like a stock, his long legs 
encased in whipcord breeches. I wonder why he's never 
married? she thought irrelevantly. 

‘Good, I hoped I'd find you enjoying the sun—just what 
the doctor ordered. Are you sure you're warm enough?"’ 

Romy hesitated. He was so strong and positive, so quick to 
sum up a situation, he made her feel more helpless than ever. 
“Well, perhaps my feet . . ."’ 

*‘Lai!"’ he shouted. 

Li, the watchful Number One boy, immaculate in white 
Missee, chop-chop,”* ordered Lombard. He picked up one of 
the tiny slippers and examined it critically. ‘Sewing? What's 
that odd-looking beast?"’ 
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She stared at it, trying to remember. 

He smiled. *‘Let me guess. Is it a tiger?" 

“Well, if you want it to look like one, you'll have to 
change the ears. May I?"’ 

She nodded listlessly. With deft movements he unpicked a 
few stitches and rethreaded the tiny needle. She watched it 
flashing back and forth, incongruous in his big square hands. 

**How about that?’’ He displayed the long-whiskered, hand- 
some tiger he had stitched. ‘‘You can copy it on the other 
slipper. What's so funny?"’ 

“*You holding that needie,'’ said Romy, smiling. ‘‘It looks 
lost in your hand. Oh, do go on, finish the other one. I’m too 

**You must be careful not to strain yourself,"’ warned 
Lombard. ‘You're still very weak, you know.’’ He began 
work on the second tiger face. He enjoyed embroidery; it 
helped keep his hand in for some kinds of surgery, though he 
seldom employed a needle in his work at the Blueshirt inter- 
rogation center, The stoicism of Communist suspects never 
ceased to amaze him. 

As Li crossed the courtyard carrying the smoldering charcoal- 
filled footstove and placed it carefully beneath Romy’s feet, 
he said casually, ‘‘I came to find you because I wanted to 
warn you I've got to go to Nanking with the Marshal. It’s a 
flying visit. He’s been summoned to discuss a new offensive 
against the Communists."’ 

Romy made a face. ‘The same old thing."’ 

“I'm afraid so."" 

She didn't want him to leave her. Without Dr. Lombard 
she felt lost and defenseless. *‘Why have you got to go? 
You're not a soldier." 

“My dear girl, I have to follow the Marshal. He hasn't 
touched opium for months and wants me to help him resist 
temptation in the big bad city.’’ He dropped his flippant tone 
and said seriously, ‘*You mustn't worry. I hate leaving you, 
but Mrs. Bentley will take good care of you and I'll be back 
almost before you know I've gone." 

**You're going in the Marshal's plane?"’ She couldn't keep 


ley. Can I be of assistance?"’ he asked. 

She turned. ‘‘My dear Mr. Lyon! What an 
pleasure. Haye you come to call on Rosemary? It will do her 
good to see an old friend.'’ She waved away his offer of help. 
“No, no. These fellows will do very well now. I get so many 
punctured wheels on these dreadful roads that they're really 
perfectly capable of changing a tire without my supervision. 
Do come in."* 

He was conscious of a quickened heartbeat; a sudden tight- 
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was you I wanted to talk to. I'm told you're the person who 


but I hardly think—"' 
**I went to see Mr. Lu the tailor today. He took a bit of 
. but in the end he told me if I wanted to get in 
touch with the Red bases, you were the person I should 


"Ah, I see.’’ She stood silent for a while, apparently lost 
in admiration of a shaggy-headed peony of truly improbable 
shiek What dhs spoke te ean a eoity toot he hek'ip SEE 
hear. “‘It won't be easy, Mr. Lyon, and it may well be 
dangerous. Are you sure you really want to undertake such a 
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“Very well. You'll have to be patient but I may be able to 
arrange it. If you will drive out with me tomorrow to Mount 
Li, where we can talk more freely, I'll see what can be done."’ 

“Thank you very much.”’ 

She waved aside his gratitude. ‘‘Don't thank me yet . 
Come now, let’s see if we can find Rosemary.” 

Even Mrs. Bentley’s warning had not fully prepared Gene 
ing her so altered; her vivid face was 
i as white as the pillows she leaned 
against, and her dark eyebrows and springy black curls seemed 


expression, and forced a smile. 
**Why, hello, Romy!"’ he said with deliberate breeziness, 
ached with regret at this cruel metamorpho- 


crying, not really. It's too stupid, the least thing makes me 
sob nowadays,"” she said shakily, and the brave tone wrenched 


known you were sick. I imagined you'd gone back to England."’ 


She looked surprised. “Oh no. I mean, I've got to do what 
Harvey says. He takes such care of me. And Abby too, of 
course,"’ she added hastily. ma 

“I say fresh air and exercise are what she needs now,” 
said Abigail robustly. ‘‘All this lying about is keeping her 


“Oh, Abby ” 
Gene glanced from one to the other, conflict. He 
~ said diplomatically, ‘*While I'm in Sian I want to visit all the 
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than a refuge. 

On impulse she said, *‘Can’t I come too?"’ 

You?" They both looked startled. 

She went on persuasively, ‘“You're always saying I ought 


that I really want to." 


complicity. It was clear to her that the arrival of the attractive 
young American had acted better on her patient than any 
tonic. As she'd suspected for some time it was chiefly Dr. 
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would soon be leading a normal life once more. Abigail 
hoped the doctor’s business would keep him in Nanking as 


long as possible. : 
“We'll start at eight o'clock, before it gets hot,"’ she said. 
“If you'll wait outside the guest house, Mr. Lyon, I'll collect 


That first visit to Mount Li, the manmade hill some forty 
miles from Sian where the great Emperor Chin Shih Huang Ti 
was entombed and Mrs. Bentley's radio transmitter 
hidden, was a success from everyone's point of view. 

For Romy, the world outside seemed more beautiful than 
she remembered after her long illness. Sitting beside Gene in 
seat, bumping shoulders whenever the little black 
Ford lurched over a pothole, touching his arm to point out 
sights that caught her interest, she felt alive for the first time 
in months. Gene was content to watch her animated features 
temporarily forget Linda's bitter voice and white, accus- 
face as she announced that their marriage was at an end. 
was going home to her father. He loved and understood 
even if Gene didn't, and he needn’t think he could 
sweet-talk her out of it this time! She’d had as much as she 
could take of this horrible dirty disease-ridden country with its 
hellish climate and unsympathetic people, and a husband who 
was never there when she wanted him but spent his time 
chasing after nonexistent news and anything in a skirt. And so 
on. And so forth. 

“You'll never make the big time,’’ she'd said scornfully. 
“IT could have helped you a lot, with my connections. The 
trouble with you is you're so damned dumb you can’t even 
tell . 
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Abigail asked pointedly, in the mirror. 
His jaw ti perceptibly. *‘No, she’s had to go home 
for family reasons,"" he said with politeness. “*I’m on 


water's glassy surface. 

Abigail noticed that foreigners were evidently in residence: 
several long black cars were drawn up in the temple's fore- 
court and uniformed Chinese chauffeurs gambled in the shade. 

She tured left into the plain, hoping that none of the 
temple's visitors had any interest in archeology. She didn’t 
excavation on Mount Li. The local peasants considered it a 
haunt of evil spirits; an idea she took care to foster. However 
at the foot of the manmade hill silence and dust settled around 
the car. Her secret was still safe. 

“Here we are,"’ she announced. Reluctantly, it seemed, 
Gene and Romy disentangled their limbs and got out, yawn- 
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we cat Feat 1 Wis 16 show you my Hl excavaion 
. Lyon. I’m sure you'll find it interesting.’’ She gave 
him a look so loaded with meaning that he couldn't help 


was pretended 

. What a character the old dame was! Sixty-five if 

she was a day, and still driving over the rough country tracks 

like Boadicea in her chariot, up to her cyes in intrigue. He 
he'd be the same at her age. 

“I'd like to see it too,"’ said Romy unexpectedly. “‘I've 

always wondered what you find so fascinating about Mount 


” 


c 


“Good gracious, no child! It's far too steep for you in your 
condition. There's nothing much to see—just a few broken 
pots...” 

“Then why should Gene want to look at them?’ Romy’s 
lower lip had a mutinous droop. 

Gene said, **Mrs. Bentley's right. It's too hot for you to 


enjoy the view, and if there's gZ interesting I'll photo- 
it for you. How about that?"’ 
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Romy hesitated. She was hungry and it was too bad of the 
others to disappear up the hillside without a hint of when 
they'd return. It would serve them right if they got back to 
find she'd finished the picnic. After a moment her better 
nature prevailed. ‘‘No, we'll wait,’ she said reluctantly. **I’ll 
have just the lemonade now."’ 

It was an hour before she heard their voices as they de- 
scended the steep slope. Both gave off an air of suppressed 
excitement which made her wonder if her guess about the 
secret still hadn't been far from the mark. 

“I'm sorry we took so long. Are you starving? We'll cat at 
once,"’ said Abigail. ‘‘Mr. Lyon asked so many questions I 
could have stayed up there all afternoon. It’s such a treat for 
me to show my finds to an expert."’ 

Gene looked a little embarrassed. ‘*Well, I can't claim any 
special knowledge—"’ 

“You underrate yourself, Mr. Lyon!"' Abigail's tone could 
only be described as arch. Romy felt that if she'd been 
holding a fan she would have given Gene a playful tap. 
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“You're far too modest. I hope you'll give me the benefit of 
your scholarship more often. Sometimes it's so hard to inter- 
what I discover."’ 


hill which superstitious Chinese peasants shunned . . . 
“If it’s not a still, it must be a radio transmitter,"’ she said 


of plates, and Abigail's laughter froze on her lips. She 
scared 


*““W . . . What makes you say that?’’ she faltered. 

Only Gene seemed undismayed. He crossed the little clear- 
ing in a couple of long strides and put his arm around Romy’s 
shoulders. He was smiling. “I told you it wouldn’t be long 
before she tumbled to it,"’ he said. ‘‘Now you'll have to let 
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was about to leave her, Romy felt nervous and 
if the Reds mistook him for a White, or the 
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Linda had had some reason to cling: after all, she was his 
Romy had no such claim on him. Nor do F want one, 
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be tied to a man again. 
Nevertheless, treacherous words, ‘‘Don't go!"’ revolved 
ceaselessly in her brain and she had to bite her lips to prevent 
herself saying them aloud. 

“Look after yourself while I'm away,’ said Gene. 

“Of course."’ 

“Don't let Lombard push you around."’ 

Her eyebrows rose. ‘‘What have you got against Harvey? 
Why don’t you like him?"’ 

“T'll tell you some day."’ 

“Tell me now."’ 

Gene said seriously, ‘‘I'd like to, but I can't. But please 
believe I've got my reasons."’ 

Romy shrugged. **Oh, all right, keep your silly secrets. I 
don't care.’’ She bent so that her hair fell forward to hide her 


Gene wasn’t fooled. ‘*Tell me honestly,"" he said, turning 
her round so that she had to look at him. ‘‘Would you rather I 
didn’t go away until after the baby’s born? You've only to 
say the word, you know.”’ 

Her throat felt tight and she put up a hand to case it, 
forcing a laugh. “Don't be ridiculous! There's no point in 
you hanging around for the next three weeks—what good 
would that do? If you don't interview the Red leaders now 
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someone will get there before you and all Abby's trouble will 
have gone for nothing.’ 

it won't be for three weeks?"* 

“That's Harvey's guess. Personally, I'm sick of waiting 
and it can't be too soon as far as I'm concerned,"’ she said 
with a nonchalance she was far from feeling. ‘‘You buzz off 
oo Se Seatinp. hepa I'll be all right."’ 

can’t forget about you, Romy, not for a single minute. I 
you knew that,”’ he said softly. He was close to her, 
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Her eyes crinkled suddenly and dimples appeared cither 
side of her mouth. ‘‘It’s not something that’s casy to tire of!"’ 
Pulling away from him she bent and addressed the beetic, 
which had surmounted its stone and now seemed to be con- 
templating an ascent of her shoe. ‘‘What's he after, Beetle? 
What shameless flattery will we hear next? Listen carefully, 
Beetle, because I may have to call you as a witness later on, 
when he denies he ever said such a thing.” 

The insect’s jewel-like eye regarded her, unwinking. ‘“You 
," she added to Gene. * “You'll have to be careful how you 
strew compliments around now. You're under observation. "’ 
“Then let's give him something to observe,’’ suggested 
Gene, pulling her into his arms again; but when he tried to 
kiss her she turned her face away. She lowered herself to sit 
beside the beetle and began to use her paper fan with short, 
jerky movements. He could see a small pulse beating fast in 
her neck. 

“"We ought to go back,"’ she said. * ‘Abby must have found 
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“Stephen used to draw me. He was quite good, too,”’ she 
said in a faraway voice as if she was looking down a corridor 
of memory. In the early days of their marriage she had posed 
for Stephen dozens of times; even now she seemed to hear the 
scrunch of crumpled paper and his impatient, di 


model.’’ She rose rather his outstretched 
hand, and brushed down her skirt. *‘I’m sure we should be 


*“‘No—wait a minute. There's something I've got to ask 
you,”” he said with sudden urgency. For the first time since 
she’d known him he sounded hesitant, unsure of himself. The 
shadow of a premonition touched her. She felt curiously 
hollow, as if her heart had sunk several inches leaving a 
gaping hole in her ribcage. 

**Surely it'll keep? We mustn't delay your guide,"’ she said 


His hand on her arm was tense, almost painful. ‘‘No. I 
must say it before we go. I’ve been wondering all week how 
to put this to you. I didn’t want to rush things, but it's driving 
me crazy. I've got to risk it and ask you straight out. Will 


“Oh, no! Don't, Gene . . . not you. Don’t say anything!"’ 

“T've got to. Will you marry me?"’ 

Romy’s shoulders sagged as if a heavy weight had been 
spread across them, and she let out her breath in a sigh of 


pure exasperation. 
“Oh, why do you have to ruin it all?’’ she exclaimed in 
tones of deep disgust. 


“Why what?" 

“Why I liked being with you,"’ she gulped and suddenly 
burst into tears. Her voice ran out of control, ‘'I thought you 
were different, but now you've shown me you're just the 
same as all the rest of them! Kisses and pretty speeches until 
you've trapped a girl into loving you, and then you wave 

. Work’s more important than a wife to men like you. 
I've made that mistake once and I’m not going to do it again. 
Go off and get your b—beastly interviews but don't expect 
me to be waiting with open arms when you return.”’ 

“Romy, it’s not like that. Nothing matters to me except 
your happiness. Of course I'll stay if you want me to.”’ 

“I don’t want you to,”” she said fiercely, rubbing at her 


eyes. 

“All right, then. I'll go, but I certainly won't give you 
time to forget me. I'm going to think of you every minute I'm 
away, and | warn you that I don’t take no for an answer.” 

““Words!"’ she said contemptuously. *“Words don't mean a 
thing.”’ 

From the grove below Abigail's voice floated up faintly. 
“Romy! We're ready!"’ 

He tried to detain her, but she spun on her heel and hurried 
away down the path. Gene followed more slowly. They 
arrived separately in the small clearing where Abigail stood 
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beside a thin young Chinese boy in a baggy uniform. 
quick eyes darted here and there like an animal 


They've quarreled, thought Abigail after a single 
Romy’s tear-stained face. She felt absurdly relic 
warning to the girl wouldn't be necessary after all. Bri 
she introduced Gene to his guide and sent them on 

When the dustcloud of their truck was well out in the 
yellow-brown plain, Abigail turned to Romy with a crease of 
anxiety between her eyebrows. ‘‘You're very pale, dear. 
Would you like to rest before we start home?"* 

“I've got a tummy-ache,’’ Romy admitted. **Too silly. I 
must have overdone those pork rolls at lunch—I can never 

“A tummy-ache?"’ 

Abigail sounded so horrified that Romy hastened to add, 
“Only sort of on and off. It's not too bad.”’ 

**You foolish child! When did this begin? Why didn’t you 
tell me before?"’ 

“I thought it would soon stop,"’ said Romy apologetically. 
Her face twisted suddenly as the pain gripped her. * ‘I knew it 
was 6 mistake 10 eat 90 many, but . 

“What are you talking about? This has nothing to do with 
food, you little nitwit!"’ exploded Abigail, torn between ex- 
asperation and alarm. *‘Don't you realize? This is the baby. If 
we don't get you home in double quick time your baby will 
be born here. Come on, into the car with you. We've no time 
to lose. Of all the inconvenient moments to choose!"’ 

Romy thought she was overreacting. She couldn't believe 
that the long wait was finally over and her baby about to 
arrive. The very idea seemed absurd. ‘But Harvey said it 
would be weeks!'’ she protested. 

“*I would remind you that Dr, Lombard is not gifted with 
second sight,’’ said Abigail tartly. ‘‘Come on, don't argue. 
Even if you can contemplate the prospect of giving birth to a 
child on the slopes of Mount Li with equanimity, I cannot."’ 
--Ignoring Romy’s protests, she hustled her down the hill 
and settled her in the back seat of the car. The pain had 
vanished as abruptly as it struck. Romy said chirpily from her 
comfortable nest among the cushions, ‘I’m sure you're pan- 
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unnecessarily, Abby. Truly. I feel perfectly all right 
It’s only a false alarm."’ 
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maternal feelings at all?’’ responded Abigail indignantly, ris- 
ing to the bait. ‘‘She’s a princess—a little English rose!’’ She 
wasn't going to admit to Romy that her pleasure in the 's 
looks sprang from another cause. For the past months she'd 


“Have you decided on a name yet?"’ she asked. 
Romy nodded. Propped up on a bank of pillows 


r 


“Have you heard anything?"’ said Romy eagerly. 

“I was going to say I had news of Mr. Lyon this morning. 
Indirectly, of course. He seems to have made a good impres- 
sion, as far as I can tell."’ 

“Will he be back soon?"’ 

With a gesture Abigail warned her to keep her voice down 
as two gardeners pattered barefoot past the veranda. ‘*Not for 
a bit. Apparently his hosts have planned a full program for 
him. It'll take longer than he expected."’ 

“How long?” 

“About three months, according to the message."" 

Three months!"’ Romy felt stunned. Three months was an 
eternity, a blow to the heart. **But he said he'd only be away a 


**But he won't be back before I sail for England.” 

A good thing too, thought Abigail. She had already de- 
cided to say nothing about the special message Mr. Lyon had 
added, saying he'd think of Romy every minute while he was 


gland and forgot all about Mr. Lyon the better. 
Romy was aware that Abigail didn’t wholly approve of 
conceal the dismay she felt at this 
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"1 told every little star, just how sweet I think you are. Why 
didn’t I tell you?’’ chanted Stephen, using a fine brush to 
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baby’s box so that the sun couldn't strike on it directly. 
rare enough to see the afternoon sun in this dripping, 
climate. He'd brought the baby out from the hut to 
most of it. 

More, even, than Stephen's crooning, the baby 
steady hum of the generator, which made him coo 
his fat arms and legs; but today, thought Stephen, wiping hi 
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He frowned now as he thumbed through the grimy pages in 
search of the section headed Engine fails to start: Causes. 


diagnose the ailment by dark, he would have to trudge off to 
the monastery at Paochen and seck expert help, and that 
meant a long hot walk tomorrow. 

“Odi et amo,"’ he told the gurgling baby. When he'd first 
taken charge of radio communications it had seemed an im- 
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The reason, of course; was Pao. A year after their meeting, 


-loving surface lay a surprising depth of purpose. Pao 
left her comfortable home to join the Red Army on a 
oro thabeeabertanegiers sxigat 
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from execution by her father’s frantic bribes to the au- 
thorities . . . It was principally fear for her daughter's safety 
which had led her mother to incarcerate her at home. When Pao’s 
repeated attempts to escape were frustrated by family vigi- 
lance, she tried to force her mother’s hand by committing 
suicide. At last, realizing that her mother wouldn't give in to 
such moral blackmail, Pao resolved to throw in her lot with 
Stephen 


“I watched you through the screen and saw you were not 
the same as the other foreign devils," she told him one 
evening by the fire. ‘‘The Second Lady told me the Red 
Army was near. It was then that | made my plan." 

“Not the same? How did you know I wasn't the same?"’ 

Her pointed fingers scratched softly at the nape of his neck. 
**You have no hair on your lip and your eyes are kind,’’ she 
said, smiling. *‘I knew I could make you love me."’ 

“Oh, you did, did you? You may be surprised to hear I 
nearly sent you packing the moment I realized who you must 
be. You had a lucky escape, young lady,’’ he said with mock 
severity. 


“Lucky? Yes, I am lucky. Even when my mother beat me 


Chinese girls, Pao’s feet were naturally shaped 
**But your feet are not bound,"’ he said, puzzled. 
By degrees he extracted the story of her first act of defi- 
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man’s wife. I am a modern woman." 
“T said, “Yes, I want to be a modern woman too. I will 


I cannot defy the wishes of First Brother's wife.’ 


ways. 
water and cloths. She unwound the long strips of cloth 
kept my feet so small and soaked them, and put them 
on more loosely."’ 
““Were they all right after that?"’ asked 
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nearest who 
rearing and was always ready to criticize Pao’s methods of 
ing and childcare. Pao didn’t mind in the least. ‘‘If 
she can look after him better than me, let her do so," she said 
serenely. ‘‘Everyone must do the job he is best fitted for and I 
am not fitted for domestic work. That is why I left my 
father’s house. My work is teaching people, not feeding little 
babies."’ 


Even Lin Li-tao’s critical wife had to admit that Pao was an 


the old schoolhouse at Kansing, a few miles outside the Red 
base, and later brought their shy sheepish menfolk to learn 
their first characters. Sometimes, too, she would speak at 
political meetings, pitching her soft voice to an car-piercing 
nasal whine that carried the message to the farthest members 
of her audience. Freedom from taxes, from warlords, from the 
above all from the Japanese invaders. 

While she was thus engaged, Stephen would take charge of 
little River Pearl, and by degrees assumed complete respon- 
sibility for their domestic economy; a move which delighted 
Pao, who had neither time nor talent for such matters. She 


not for her. 


How shocked Mrs. Marriott would be if she could see me 
now! thought Stephen, as he replaced River Pearl in his 
cradle and began to chop vegetables for the evening meal, 
using the square-bladed cleaver with neat, deft movements as 
Ah Song had taught him. He grinned, imagining the outraged 
heaving of the Longmarsh housekeeper’s black satin bosom 

the popping of her round brown eyes as she declared it 
see a gentleman engaged in such a task, and 
demanded rhetorically whatever were things coming to? 

Then Baynes the ferret-faced chauffeur, a back-room lawyer 
if ever there was one, would proclaim darkly to the servants’ 
hall that Mr. Stephen was taking the bread out of working 
men’s mouths and there should be a law agin’ it. Working 
men! And what did Baynes, who sat on his backside all day 
long, think he, Stephen, did with his time? Play? Oh yes, it 
was easy cnough to imagine Baynes’ reaction to the sight of 
the master slicing cabbages. 

_ But Romy: what would she say? At the thought of Romy 


He'd given her a raw deal, trying to force her into a mold she 
couldn't fit and blaming her when she failed to fulfill her role 
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sons, it had appeared that Stephen was willing and able to 
now that it was only a sense of family duty which prevented 


But in the golden August of 1932, when he saw Romy 
O'Halloran ride her own mare to victory in the Dublin Horse 
Show, and fell head over cars in love with her, Sir James was 
still hale and hearty and the shadow of his inheritance seemed 
a small cloud on Stephen's personal horizon. 

**You poor man! What a dreadful thing to have hanging 
over your head!"’ Romy had exclaimed when their courtship 
had progressed far enough for him to touch delicately on 
future prospects. She'd looked solemn for a moment, then 
added, **We'll have to hope your father lives to be a hundred, 
for I'd rather live in a turf cutter'’s cabin than a great old 
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He'd been surprised by her reaction. Most girls 
that his inheritance made him more rather than less of a catch. 
**What's so dreadful about an old house? Yours isn't ex- 
actly new,"’ he’d pointed out, and she laughed. 
“Oh, Lissanissky’s . . . different! Nobody minds if sheep 
mow the avenue or rain comes through the roof. If that 
eater pgm I'm sure the butler would have a 


ies seaha"t teen hr oiksealy. “Do you think you can still 
put up with me in spite of my great expectations?’ he said 
jokingly. ‘You've just promised to marry me, Miss O'Halloran; 
and I don't expect you to go back on your word."’ 

She'd given him that disconcerting upward glance from her 
amber eyes and taken a long time to consider the question. **I 
think so, if I try very hard, but I'll still pray every night 
for your father’s good health,’ she said at last. 

After their marriage, Stephen bought a pretty, fashionable 

little house in Pelham Place, and hoped that weekend visits to 
would gradually cure his wife’s strange aversion 

to the place. Another five years might have done it, he 

thought now, putting the chopped vegetables into the round- 

bellied wok..If only Father had lived just a little longer. . 

But death had not finished with the Russell family. Sir 


From then on, everything seemed to go wrong between her 


and Stephen. 
Was it my fault or hers? Stephen shrugged. It was too late 
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Stocky and low-browed as the monkeys whose home was the 
steep terraced valley below him, General Chu sat at the door 


cantilevered bridges; but it was not only Chu Teh’s shaved 
head that itched. He wanted to go north. 
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Front against the Japanese. The Marshal had secretly invited 
Red instructors to teach in his new officers’ training school. 
Chu yearned to be in the thick of the action once more, but it 
was difficult to see how he could do so without serious loss 
of face. The plain truth was that he had put himself in Chang's 

, and that wily individual was not going to let him go. 

Although the local warlords in this corner of the country 
were temporarily friendly, if once they sensed they were 
stronger than Chang Kuo-tao, the balance would quickly tip 
the other way. The Sikang base would be overrun and a 
whole year’s work wasted. Already there had been instances 
 eaneeehyr nh cnamsahomargetonn Btwn fre 
roving bands of raiping, as the unemployed and unpaid 
mercenary soldiers of warlords were called. It was all most 
unsatisfactory. 

Still, the latest news was that Ho Lung’s Second Army was 
on its way to join them and that, thought Chu Teh, brighten- 
ing, might give him the opportunity to escape from Chang's 
irksome company. Ho Lung was a man he liked and under- 
stood: a big burly rambunctious peasant who spoke his mind 
freely. If he and Chu Teh both insisted on marching north, 
Chang would be unable to prevent them. 

On the track below a man was trudging toward him. Sun 
glinted briefly on his pale hair and Chu recognized the loose- 
limbed walk of the English prisoner. He called Celestial 
Sparrow from his kite flying to take up interpreter duty. 

““‘What news from Pao An?"’ he asked eagerly as soon as 
Stephen was seated with a cup of hot water to refresh him. 

Stephen shook his head. ‘*Tell the comrade general there is 
no news today.”’ 

“‘No news?"’ Chu Teh’s eyes bulged dangerously, remind- 
ing Stephen of a Peke whose tail had been trodden on. 
“There must be news. The Fifteenth Army Corps is moving 
toward the Yellow River. The Seventy-Third Division is fight- 
ing near Kansu. T’ama-ti! How can there be no news?"’ 

“Tell him the radio isn’t working. There's something bro- 
ken or missing—I'm not sure what."’ 
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“Well and it must be made to work again,"’ snapped Chu 
Teh when the boy had translated this. 


"ll walk over to Laochen tomorrow. Apparently there's 
Italian monk in the monastery there who's a bit of a 


Stephen got back to his own hut he found Pao-ching 
already there, tending the baby. She looked pale and tired. 
“Where have you been? Why did you leave the child?"’ 


‘I had to report to the comrade general,’’ he explained, 

her tone. *‘I knew you'd be back soon, and it 

didn't seem worth carrying him all the way up the hill. He's 
isn’t he? You didn’t find him crying?"’ 

““No, he was ,"' she admitted, but she still looked 


“Come on, darling. Tell me what's up.”* He pulled her 
into his arms and felt her whole body shaking. *“What's 


“I nearly didn't get back at all,’’ she said, making an effort 
to control herself. 
He frowned. ‘‘Why? Where were you today?”" 


the soldiers went away at last. I dared not go back to see what 

**What about the others?"' asked Stephen. ‘Who was with 
you besides Lin Tsu-han?"’ 

“There was only Lin. He escaped too. But if River Pearl 
had been with me, I would not have been able to run. They 
would have killed me."’ She clutched the baby to her in 
remembered terror. 

“Don't think about it,’’ Stephen said quickly. **You mustn't 
go anywhere near that village again—it’s too dangerous. Ma 


y 
nostrils. *‘Do you know what I thought, while I lay hidden?"’ 
“Of this fine fellow?"’ He tickled the naked baby. 
**No,"’ said Pao seriously. ‘*I was thinking of you. I have 
been in danger before—oh, many times!—but I have never 


been afraid. Today .. ."’ her voice was little more than a 
whisper ‘*. . . today I was afraid of death.’ 

He held her close. ‘‘It’s not surprising. People run out of 
courage, you know . . . I'd have been scared stiff. You've 


been living on the edge of danger too long, my love; I wish 
you'd give up this teaching and have a bit of a rest. Stop 
rushing about and stay here in camp with the baby. Very soon 
we're going to be on the march again, and you'll need all the 
Strength you've got.”’ 


212 Olivia O'Neill 

She smiled and shook her silky black head. ‘*No, there is 

I not run out of courage. I only feared death 

because I love you."" 

*“How does that follow?’’ 

She said hesitantly, ‘Tell me, Ti-fen. If I die, will you 
forget me as you forgot your First Lady? That was my fear."’ 

““Of course I won't. How could you think that?"’ he de- 
manded, almost roughly. He couldn't bear the look of strain 
on her delicate features, the shadowed eyes. He paused, then 
added more gently, ‘I could never forget you, Treasure. You 
mean the world to me. I can't forget people . . . who've 
been close to me."’ 


brother to me. But now I think of you day and night and I am 
afraid—afraid of so much love. Tell me you'll never leave 
me. Tell me you'll keep me safe in your heart and then my 
fear will go away.” 

“I won't leave you, Treasure,"’ said Stephen quietly. *‘I'l] 


“Then I shall not be afraid anymore."’ She smiled radiantly. 

“All the same, darling, while we're making promises, 
please promise me you'll stay out of Ma Ku-fan's territory 
from now on. There's no need to go there again. In a week or 
so we'll be marching north to join Mao and any teaching you 
do here will be undone the moment we leave."” 

*“We join Mao?"’ Her eyes shone. *‘Oh, such news! When 
the liberation starts I will have so much to do.”’ 

“*You'll stay away from Kansing?”’ he insisted. 

“Yes, Ti-fen."’ 

“Can you stay here tomorrow and take care of the baby? I 
must go to the monastery to mend the radio.”’ 

“Then he must come with me. There is a big political 
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meeting of the Cadre Corps, and some former landlords will 
be struggled against. I must be there.’’ 

“Where's this mecting?"’ 

Her eyes flickered briefly. ‘‘At Ping-liang.’’ 

Stephen swore under his breath. ‘‘That’s quite close to Ma 
Ku-fan’s stronghold. I've seen it on that map we captured." 

“Oh no, you are mistaken. Many villages have this name," 
she said blithely. *‘Also we will be a strong band; strong 
enough to scare away a hundred Ma Ku-fans.”’ 

He had no power to stop her. “*Be careful then,’’ he said. 
“*Remember I love you."* 

She flashed him a smile and stood on tiptoe to put her slim 
arms round his neck. ‘‘I am always careful, and if I am also 
in your heart I will be safe,’ she whispered. **Wherever you 
go I will stay with you.” 
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canes supporting runner beans, while the luxuriant growth of 
marrow and squash trailed along the neat crisscross of irriga- 


tion channels. 
It was a scene of tri : nature at her most 
fecund brought to heel as only Chinese know how 


The Chinese brother who appeared at one of the watchtow- 
ers in response to Stephen's vigorous hammering on the great 
Siitcmguaded the vielzor ith dong enesichon: Mothanlan ties 
to stay where he was, he hurried to fetch a florid, red-haired 
monk whose stomach bulged over the cord of his habit. It was 
clear that he had been roused from a midday siesta and was in 
no mood to deal kindly with mendicants. 

“Who are you and what do you want?"’ he shouted roughly 
in Chinese as primitive as Stephen's own. 

“I'm English and I need your help. Can I come in?"’ called 


Stephen. 

“You are from the Red Army,”’ accused the other. 

“Well, yes, in a way, but—"’ 

**We will have nothing to do with the Red Army,"’ thun- 
. . . Be off before I set the dogs on you!"’ 

“I want to speak to Brother Anthony,"’ said Stephen stead- 
ily. He stood his ground although an unpleasant snarling and 
rattling of chains gave warning that the watchdogs were 
indeed being unleashed. 

The red-haired monk sneered. ‘‘There is no Brother An- 
thony here. Go away and tell your Communist friends there is 
nothing for them at Laochen."’ 

“Is this your usual welcome to weary travelers?’’ shouted 
Stephen. After sweating for six hours over muddy tracks with 
the awkward weight of the generator strapped to his back he 
was in no mood to be chased away from his objective by this 
officious bad-tempered monk. ‘‘No wonder all your converts 
are leaving you if this is how you treat strangers. Let me in. I 
demand to see the abbot."" 

_ “We have a visitor, Brother Athanasius?’’ inquired a new 
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voice. The red-haired monk, who had just opened his mouth 
to deliver a final blast, shut it and turned round hastily. 

**Yes, Father,’’ he admitted grudgingly. 

“Then why do you keep him outside in the heat? Open the 
gate and let him enter."’ . 

“But, Father—"’ 

**Do as I say,” insisted the newcomer and Stephen sighed 
with relief. A few moments later the wooden door creaked 
open and Stephen found himself in a broad paved courtyard 
surrounded by the monastery buildings, whose glisteni 
blue-tiled roofs dipped and soared like the hem of a balleri- 
na’s skirt. 

A glowering Brother Athanasius led him across the mosaic 


“*You must forgive this rude reception,”’ he apologized in 
correct but halting English. ‘Brother Athanasius cannot forget 
we were attacked from within last winter, and he is under- 


**Mais oui. A pasty of beggars whom we admitted to our 
evening meal rose in the night and opened the gates to the 
warlord, rather in the manner of the Greeks within the wooden 
horse at Troy. In these troubled times it is difficult to know 
whom to trust, But what may we do for you, my son? You 
seck the assistance of Brother Anthony? Alas, he has gone to the 
ferry to supervise the dispatch of our wine to Peking. We 
were fortunate that Ma Ku-fan and his men did not discover 
our- wine cellars and we have high hopes of this year’s © 
vintage. Brother Anthony will be back tomorrow; if you care — 
to spend the night we will be glad to offer you a bed."’ 

Stephen thanked him and explained the generator's symp- 
toms, but the abbot was no mechanic and repeated that 
Brother Anthony was the man to help him. Meanwhile, per- 
haps he might care for a tour of the monastery? 

““We are a self-supporting community,’’ he explained, **so 
apart from the occasions when we sell our surplus produce, 
Scecacee- ieee 
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we are fortunate in the skills of our brothers, and I think you 
will agree that we make good use of their talents.’ 
As he followed his host from the mill to the carpentry shop 
and thence to the wine cellars and storerooms, Stephen thought 
the abbot was altogether too modest. The whole 


had achieved amazing results, but he noted with interest that 
all the Chinese brothers worked in a menial capacity, while 
those in charge of the monastery’s major projects: the build- 
ing of a dam to generate electricity, the breeding of improved 
strains of chicken and goat and the restoration of the chapel 
murals, which the warlord’s men had defaced, were Europe- 
ans to a man. 

The tour ended as dark fell with a thimbleful of the monas- 
tery’s home-brewed liqueur, tasting of herbs and honey. As 
Stephen stretched out at last on his straw-filled pallet in the 
narrow whitewashed cell allotted to him, he reflected that this 
was the first time for over a year that he had felt part of the 
ruling race in China. It was a strange sensation. He thought of 
the notice he'd seen last year in a Shanghai park: No dogs or 
Chinese allowed. Then it had seemed normal to him: now it 
appeared grotesque. For the first time he understood Pao's 
anxiety to rid China of the foreign parasites who had lived off 
her—preyed on her—for so long. Whether it was monks or 
military advisers, bankers or businessmen, the results were 
the same. Wealth flowed into foreign pockets; the Chinese 
became progressively poorer. Even the bank loan which was 
his particular concern would have been used by Chiang Kai- 
shek to suppress his Communist opponents and protect the 
business interests of his foreign backers. There was no deny- 
ing that in their own country the Chinese were regarded as an 
inferior breed. The trouble is, reflected Stephen, we could run 
China with one hand tied behind our backs, but we have no 
right to do it. It was a disturbing thought. 


Brother Anthony stood knee-high to a grasshopper: a charm- 
ing voluble Sicilian with a wrinkled nut-brown simian face, 
bright brown cyes and neat paws no bigger than a monkey's. 
He examined the radio generator with the care of a court 
physician, transferred valves, listened to pulses. He talked 
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days of rest and a decent diet could do for morale. Instead 
fish, eggs and poul milk from their own cows and vegeta- 


peasants? 

The kindly abbot had loaded him with small presents. A jar 
of golden honey, fine quality tea leaves, soap, chocolate and 
insect repellent. Treasure would be delighted. It was satisfy- 
ing, too, that his mission was successfully accomplished. The 


Chu Teh’s hunger for news. 

Swinging along at a good pace in the fresh early morning, 
he noted that the sorghum was nearly ripe. The tall thick 
stalks from which many of the peasants built their houseframes 
had begun to droop with heavy purple tassels of grain. Peas- 
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ants clearing the choked irrigation channels in the few paddy- 
fields shouted a cheerful: * ‘Shang na’ erh? Whither bound?" 


ing round the contours, in and out of patches of forest. As it 
grew steadily hotter the straps of his pack began to bite into 


before he noticed a curious and in 
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very wrong. 
It would be madness to walk straight up that deserted road, 


as conspicyous as a beetle on a tablecloth. A reconnaissance 
was needed. Gently he slid the straps from his shoulders and 
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hid the radio generator behind a rock. Freed of his burden he 
stood for a moment taking stock of the various patches of 
the 


before their eyes. 

Suddenly, with a dizzying sense of relief, Stephen realized 
what that drama must be. It was the political meeting, of 
course! Former landlords were going to be “‘struggled against’ 


the peasants themselves. 
Sometimes they merely confiscated the rich men’s posses- 
sions and drove them and their families out of their homes. At 
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beggars peering through the forest of legs. In the center of the 
square someone was shouting. It sounded like a 

but he could not catch the words. A long collective sigh that 
was almost a groan was drawn from the onlookers. 

Turning back toward the eastern gate, he climbed the steep 
ramp to the wall'’s broad top. Tiny in the distance, now, he 
could see a double row of kneeling figures in the center of the 
hollow square formed by the tight-packed crowd. What was 
this? he wondered uneasily. It certainly didn’t look like the 
kind of trial Pao had described. It looked more like a penance 
. . . Or an execution. Surely the Cadre Corps wouldn't stand 
by while the landlords were murdered in cold blood? 

He sensed a movement behind him. Someone else had 
come to share his lookout, but transfixed as he was by the 
scene in the square he didn't turn round. 

By God, it was an execution! A huge man, naked to the 
ing like a billiard ball, had started moving along the double 
row of bound, motionless kneelers. The curved sword swing- 
ing in an easy rhythm from his hand was striking heads from 
shoulders as effortlessly as a scythe reaps com. Stephen felt 
more victims toward the monstrous executioner. A gleam of 
sun caught a bright splash of scarlet as a scarf was torn from 
round a prisoner’s neck, A red scarf. With a jolt that hit him 
like a heavy blow over the heart, Stephen saw that his instinct 
had been right. It was an ambush—and an execution, not of 
the landlords but of Red Army captives. Somehow the tables 
had been turned on the Cadre Corps and the political meeting 
become a trap. 

Pao-ching had been going to speak at the meeting. The 
agonizing realization that she could be among those knecling 
to await the executioner’s blade drove him to reckless action. 
He forgot that he, too, wore the damning insignia of a red star 
and if he were caught would share her fate. With a muffled 
groan he leapt down from the wall and began to run back to 
the square. He must get to her, warn her, save her. Footsteps 
thudded behind him. 
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*“Stop!"’ called an urgent voice, but he paid no heed. He 
to her, warn her, save her. . . 
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The gamekecper’s dour face had cracked in a smile. He 
shook his head. **Doan rightly know what un’ll think, Master 
Steve. Reckon un'll be dumfounded, that's what. Dum- 
founded. ‘Twill teach the varmint to come arter my pheas- 
Teach him? What would it teach him except how to hate? 
“If I was that fox,"’ the young Stephen had said suddenly and 
fiercely, Seuanrand atahan oe ar Ee 


“You must come. Here is danger. The people have betrayed 


He said with difficulty, “I can’t go. Not until I find her." 
“She is dead, Ti-fen. You cannot help her now. If you stay 
henge ena mapmatanwre poms so 
“Come with me to safety. This town is full of Ma 


wished the boy would go and leave him alone. The rest of the 
Reds had already filed silently from the hut. “‘l tell you I 
cant come yet,’’ he whispered back. “Go on by yourself and 
I'll meet you later by the ford. I—I must find her.” 

The boy gave a dry sob and vanished into the dark street. 
Stephen lay for a while until his body stopped shaking, then 
got stiffly to his feet. A numb ache was replacing the first 

hard 
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she'd clapped her hands. ‘*I must be a cat, then,"’ she ex- 
claimed, “and I have seven more lives to live." For a 
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blank, shuttered, wary look as its people waited for further 
evidence of Ma Ku-fan's wrath. 

In the square the headless bodies lay in rows, just as they 
had fallen to the executioner’s blade, but the heads had gone, — 
no doubt to adorn the city walls. Slowly Stephen walked © 
along the silent rows, forcing himself to look carefully at each — 
still figure. He turned the end of one row and began the next, — 
hope increasing all the time. Only a few more bodies . . . : 

At the very end of the last row he found her and stood — 
gazing down through blurred cyes while his heartbeat slowed — 
almost to stalling-point. Even without her head, there was no 
possibility of mistake. Her joined hands were cupped in a 


sidew: 
sleep. With a groan he sank down beside her, as the hope that — 


**This young person was your wife?’ A man was standing 
over him: an old man with a straggling white beard and kind, 
calm eyes. He looked like a benevolent lizard. Stephen stared 
blankly at him and did not answer. | 

“Was she your wife?"’ | 

When Stephen still made no reply the white-bearded man — 
tugged at his beard and said testily, *‘Even in grief respect is — 
due to age, young man. Be good enough to answer my © 
question. Was this woman your sister, or the woman of your 
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“The woman of my house,"’ said Stephen dully. He felt 

too stunned and weary to search his mind for suitable honorif- 
ics with which to address this old busybody. 

His questioner gave an start and peered closely 

at him. rigatiterthooeienee erence Ry sie ashe 


‘I'm English,"’ he admitted brusquely. 

“You are of the Red Army?"’ 

“No. Yes. Why do you ask?"" countered Stephen, irritated 
by this interrogation. ““What does it matter to you where I 
come from? Go away and cease to plague me with your 
chatter, old uncle."’ 

**The wise man forgives the manners of barbarians,’’ com- 
mented the old man, in the tone of one reciting a well-known 
precept. Stephen was too preoccupied to be ashamed of his 
rudeness. He stared at Pao's body, wondering whether he had 
the strength of purpose to carry it away for burial. He couldn't 
leave her here to be gnawed by dogs and rats, pecked at by 
crows. The thought sickened him. 

The old man cleared his throat noisily. *‘It is a matter,’’ he 
said, **concerning the child of this unfortunate young person." 

River Pearl! Stephen had thought the baby must be safe 
back at the base, left in the care of one of Pao’s women 
friends. Surely she could not have been so reckless as to bring 
him with her to Ping-liang? 

**Her—her child?" he stammered. ‘“What do you know of 
her child?" 

“The infant is well,’’ the old man assured him gravely. 
Seeing that he now had Stephen's full attention, he bowed 
over folded hands and continued, ‘‘Allow me to introduce 
myself. | am Wang Lo-sing, deputy magistrate of this city. 
My house lies yonder, in the Street of Melodious “Song- 
birds. If you will condescend to enter my unworthy abode, 
you shall see the child for yourself." 

; Without waiting for an answer he signaled to his servants, 
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As soon as Wang had seated himself in an imposing b' 
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wood chair, a servant glided silently in to 
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With @ stem gesture the old man checked Stephen's instinc- 
~~ “Show him the child.” 
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to . 
; he looked from one face to the other. Why had 


Lo- 

He said again, more firmly, ‘I will take my son home,” 
: and at last the woman in green silk raised her head and looked 
at him. Words began to pour from her in a shrill stream, so 

fast that he had difficulty in understanding her. 
“He lies, my husband, he lies!"’ she cried. “‘He is a 
barbarian thief, a robber who would snatch away my son. Do 
not listen to his deceitful tongue, for is not this a child of our 






“Hush, woman,"’ reproved Wang. **Do not speak so. You 
__ know nothing of this man, nor have you any child of your 


Ts. iers chisd she cualiad dhanoiysand iaphan ach 


husband, he is mine. You had no need to send your servant to 
watch the square in case one approached the body of that poor 
woman. Send this man away, for you are always too ready to 

believe the word of anyone except your wife.’’ 


made him the son of your heart? Answer me that!"’ 

Solomon's judgment, thought Stephen. The woman bowed 
her head, defeated, and said no more. Tears began to trickle 
silently down her cheeks. 


square, listening to youthful hotheads who wanted to build a 
new China? Was she a secret Red sympathizer herself? 
In his mind’s eye he saw the whole scene. The jostling 
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herself, the baby, and Clare's 
, a sturdy placid peasant-girl who showed a surprising 


readiness to travel. 


England. 
She had booked passages for 


Summer had come to Sian, and Romy was packing her 


trunks. Her baby was four months old and it was time—high 


time—that they returned to 
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juckless man or woman on whom the burden of owner- 





gloom- 

ily. The melancholy, hollow-cheeked Number One boy, Li 

__Li-san, was devoted to “Small Missee,’’ lavishing on her the 
Jove he would have given to his own infant daughters, born in 

_ famine years and left to die of exposure outside the city wall. 
He had four strong sons, but nevertheless yearned for the 

three poor *‘slaves’’ he had been unable to support. He would 

spend hours hanging over Clare's cradle, and his angry shout 

of *‘Small Missee makee cly!"’ was a summons which the 

lazy amah, gossiping with the cook's wife beneath the al- 

mond trees, ignored at her peril. 
__ “Perhaps she’s cutting a tooth,”’ said Romy. She lifted the 


England. 
_ “Makee much cly-cly,”” insisted Li. 


: “Good , Abby; you're up carly,” she added, 
_ gather surprised. ‘“Will you share my tray? Li, bring another 
peep. please.” 

Mrs. ran a hand through her thick graying locks, 


tucking wisps of hair into her ramshackle bun. She looked 
worried. 


“I don’t want to alarm you unnecessarily, my . the 
‘said hurriedly, ‘but lithe Clare doesn’t look well to me. The 
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amah called me just now; apparently they've had a bad night. 
I think she's feverish.” - 


charge to suffer all night without summoning help. 
““Why didn’t you wake me when you saw she was ill?"’ 
demanded. ‘ 


**I was frightened the rai-t'ai would be angry." 

Romy called her a rude name often applied by Celestial 
Sparrow to troublesome mules. 

“Steady on,"’ murmured Abigail. ‘‘It's no use getting 
angry with her. Better send for Dr. Lombard—do you know 
where he is?"* 

Harvey—of course! Harvey would know what to do for the 
baby. With an effort Romy controlled her urge to vent her 
anger on the amah, poor stupid frightened woman, who stood 
trembling and shifting nervously on her absurdly tiny feet, 
like little pointed hoofs in their black satin slippers, her broad 
face creased with worry. 

Luckily she knew Harvey's whereabouts. ‘He's at Marshal 
Chang's headquarters. He went straight on there after riding. 
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Here, take the baby.’’ She thrust the moaning bundle back 
into the amah's arms, which closed round her like the fronds 
of an anemone. 

**Put her to bed,’ she ordered, ‘‘and sponge her with cool 
water. Gently, mind. Don't try to make her suck—understand?"’ 

She summoned Li and sent the rickshaw flying up to 
Chang's headquarters; then went to stand over Clare's 
cradle and watch that her instructions were carried out. It was 
frightening to see the change that a few hours had wrought in 
her healthy, thriving baby; terrifying to be able to do so little 
for her comfort. The baby was bawling now, a toneless 
monotonous ‘‘Wah-wah-wah"’ that tore at her nerves. Death 
comes quickly in China, and cold fingers of fear clamped 
about Romy's heart. Clare was so small, so precious. A fever 
like this could burn her up as rapidly as a snuffed candle. If 
only Harvey would hurry! 

x ether Page te Bhat pe hee Ao 
pavilion, but with him came that indefinable aura of confi- 
dence and comfort that doctors assume like a second skin. He 
looked large, competent, and dependable; more than a match 
for any Chinese disease. 

He examined the baby, frowning as he bent over the cra- 
die, lifting eyelids, shining a pencil torch down the small 


“How bad is she?” asked Romy fearfully. 
Harvey closed his bag with a snap. ‘Hard to say at this 


i 


yours. You'll have to get rid of her, naturally." 
“Her own baby died—she told me so,"’ said Romy, who 
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go to church every Sunday—I'll 

or worshipped on Sundays? She had nothing to offer, 

and asked the inevitable question: *‘How is she?"’ all she got 


whelmed her 


possibility—the probability—of her own child's death without 


disease and poverty and superstition. Helpless—and angry."" 

He broke off as a strange babble of sound rose from the 
Torchlight flickered on the garden wall and along the covered 
walk that led from one court to the next. A confused medley 
of voices, then Li's distinctive high-pitched wail: ‘‘Small 
Missee, come back! Where are you hiding? Missee, Missee, 
you must come home!"’ 

Others took up the clamor. A procession of torches wound 
into sight, threading between the sweeping boughs of willow, 
past the pond where lotus flowers floated on the glassy water, 
making toward the peace gate which led into the street. In 
front tottered Clare’s amah, arms stretched out before her, 
holding a tiny scrap of red silk, the baby's embroidered coat, 
its sleeves extended in the shape of a cross. 
hind her—all the servants and others Romy had never set eyes 
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on—echoed her in a cacophony of sound. They banged rattles 
and beat gongs. 

**Missee! Missee!"’ echoed the shrill voices, bouncing from 
wall to wall. 

Harvey cursed. **The fools. The damned superstitious fools! 
Chan-choh!"’ he shouted. **Stop that noise!"’ But his words, 
if heard at all, went disregarded. 

“What are they doing?’’ whispered Romy. A shiver crawled 
down her spine. 

“They're looking for the baby's spirit,"’ said Harvey dis- 
gustedly. *‘They think it's lost its way and by making that 
racket they can show it the way home. Damned heathens—"’ 

“But the coat—Clare’s coat . . .”’ 

“That's for the spirit to recognize, if you please. These 
stupid pointless rites make me wild. Why can’t they lean 
basic hygiene instead of caterwauling in the streets like a pack 
of hyenas? They'll keep it up all night, hammering away at 
the Goddess of Mercy and greasing the palms of the priests. 
I'll have to send coolies to drag them back tomorrow if the 
household isn’t to grind to a standstill.’’ 

**Missee, Missee!"’ echoed the eerie voices, fading into the 
distance, making for the temple. 

Kwan-yin, the littke brown Goddess of Mercy, was Romy’s 
favorite in the Chinese pantheon. Unlike the male gods with 
their bulging eyes and fierce grimaces, she was sweet-faced 
and calm, much loved even by the Red marchers, who sought 
her help when their children were ill. Legend said that she 
had been about to enter Heaven when she heard a child cry, 
and so returned to Earth. The thought of the Chinese servants 
begging Kwan-yin for Clare's life made her throat constrict. 

She said shakily, ‘I must go in, Harvey. I can’t stay here 

He wouldn't release her. ‘*Stay here. You can't help her. 
Don’t make it worse for yourself." 

“Look! Someone's coming,"’ said Romy tensely. Through 
the archway she could sce a single lantern bobbing toward 
them down the covered path. Feet pattered quickly across the 
paving-stones. 

It was Abigail’s young maid, O-lan, a peasant girl she had 
bought as a toddler from destitute parents. In the lantern light 
her pale, round face gleamed eerily. 
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“T ai-t'ai say come,"’ she gasped, her voice vibrant with 


“Oh Harvey, she's dying!" Romy wrenched herself from 
his restraining hand and fled across the paved court. She ran 
without feeling her feet on the ground, zigzagging across the 


seemed overwhelmingly hot. Abigail had driven out to Lintong; 
Harvey was up at headquarters; apart from the baby and the 
servants she was alone in the house. Why did Gene have to 
pick this, of all moments, to breeze back into her life? 

For four months he'd ignored her existence, never a word 
from him to let her know if he was alive or dead, no sign that 
he knew or cared if her child was safely delivered, total 
silence, utter rejection. At first she'd been surprised; then in 
succession hurt, resentful, and finally resigned to the fact that 
he'd completely forgotten her. It was no use weaving fanta- 
sies about his handsome figure; she'd do better to look the 
truth in the face and put him out of her life—as he'd so 
obviously put her out of his. 

It hadn't been easy. Too often she'd seemed to hear echoes 
of his voice as she sat daydreaming by the lily pool, or gazed 
with sudden hope at wavy dark hair and wide shoulders 
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. Wantee see Missee now." 
wonder how much it cost Gene to get that information 
ered? she thought, her annoyance mounting. She had an 
suspicion that Gene guessed she was hiding here, 
till the coast was clear. Perhaps she should confront 
all . . . But the memory of those long months of 
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did you say I'd gone?’’ she asked. If Li had blown 
there was no point in further evasion. 
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He was certainly quick-witted enough to have thought up this 
hand he might be lying to her just as she 


had told him to lic to Gene, and since she had ordered the one 
lie, how could she blame him for the other? 

She sighed. Tiresome as it was, she had better make the 
story truc. She had planned to visit the old temple outside 
Sian where she kept her two ponies this evening, anyway 
Harvey had mentioned that he had a buyer for her fast dun 
gelding, a Mongolian * ** which showed a good deal of 
promise for next season's races. One of the Young Marshal’s 
officers might be persuaded to pay a good price for him. By 
now Romy knew Harvey's business methods well enough to 
be certain that a good deal of the Chinese officer's purchase 
price would end up in Harvey's pocket, but she didn’t much 
care. If the pony went to a good owner it was enough for her 
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matter and decided she wouldn't allow so small a drawback 


spoil her plan. I'll drive myself, she thought, and take 
Wan-ti with me in case I get a blow-out. I'm sure 














Li Wan-ti viewed these preparations with disfavor. Though 
not normally troubled by conscience he was aware that Mr. 
Lyon, who was large and strong and a barbarian at heart, no 


“*Mr. Lyon coming in house one-time,’’ he said earnestly. 
““Wantee see Missec.”’ 

“*That's just too bad,'’ responded Romy. She felt strangely 
lighthearted, as if by refusing to see Gene she had shaken 
herself free of his domination. ‘‘Mr. Lyon will have to leam 
that I can’t hang about all day waiting for him to tum up. I've 
got better things to do. Jump in the back now and be quick 
about it. I don’t want you spilling the beans to him the 
moment I've gone,"’ she added in an undertone. 

Li Wan-ti caught her meaning even if he didn’t understand 
the exact words. Grumbling, he obeyed. The courtyard door 
swung open, the gatekeeper bowed, and the big car rolled 
into the street. 

Tt was a long time since Romy had been behind a steering 
wheel and she was surprised how strange it felt. This large, 
powerful motor was very different from the battered Hillman 
on which Stephen's gardener had taught her to drive. Never 
mind, all cars are basically the same, she told herself optimis- 
tically. When in trouble stamp on brake and clutch and you're 
bound to stop. I'll soon get the hang of the controls. 

But in spite of this bold assurance she felt a distinct flutter 





driver, a hulking blue-clad peasant, cursed them and the 
devil-car impartially, Romy tried unavailingly to find reverse, 
but each time she selected a gear and cautiously engaged the 
clutch, the car inched forward toward the cart again. 
no good, you'll have to tell him to turn round. I can't 
go backward,"’ she said to Li at last, pushing the damp hair 
back from her flustered face. “Go on, tell him; or we'll be 
os Taaerconl 
ery reluctantly Li Wan-ti descended and received the 

Ses cide of Os etins*e Sane. A crowd gathered, delighted 
by this unexpected sideshow, and began to offer conflicting 
. The driver's language became steadily more abusive. 
He had a shaven head and sinewy bare legs; it seemed likely 
that he might resort to physical violence. 

Romy fumbled hastily in her purse. *‘Here,’’ she called, 
winding down her window. ‘‘You'd better give him this."’ 
At the sight of the strings of cash the bullock driver changed 
his tone and became more civil; but in order to turn the cart it 
was necessary to unharness the bullocks. Romy waited, con- 
trolling her impatience as best she could while the yokes were 
vehicle itself was heaved round by many willing hands to the 
accompaniment of an ear-splitting commentary by the crowd. 
Sweat trickled down her spine and she drummed her fingers 
on the stecring wheel, trying to breathe as shallowly as 
possible because the combined odors of rotting vegetables, 
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garlic-eating humanity and open drains which were trapped in 

the narrow street was enough to bring bile to her throat. 
Since it had taken Li and two gardeners nearly ten minutes 

to swing the engine into life before she set off, she kept it 

running, although the noise was maddening and the exhaust 


shaken by her latest maneuver, was calling on his ancestors to 
protect him in terms most unflattering to her skill as a 
driver. Still, they were past the worst of the traffic now; as 
each new hazard was conquered, Romy’s confidence grew. 
Really, this was a marvelous machine. It took a little time to 
get used to having such power under the hood, but once you 
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to show 

when she got back to England and it would be useful 
compare performances with the Lowland. She might even buy 

She glanced at her wristwatch: four o’clock already. She 
must hurry if she wanted to take her griffin out for a canter 
before his evening feed. Carefully she nudged her way through 
the traffic thronging the city gates and sighed with relief as 
the open road stretched ahead. 

“Now we're off," she said. 

Li whimpered and cringed back in his seat 


me and we'll be there in no time.”’ 

Despite this assurance he continued to whimper; some imp 
of devilment prompted Romy to give him something to com- 

in about. Heavens, she thought, from the way he was 
going on you'd think he was being driven by Jehu himself! 
She trod firmly on the accelerator and the speedometer needle 
crept around the clock. 

Forty, fifty, sixty—she had never driven so fast. A wild 
exhilaration gripped her. The car was a thunderbolt, built for 
speed; it was wasted in the winding streets of a town. Bend- 
ing peasants looked up in astonishment as she rocketed past 
and she raised a hand to wave at them. Wind whipped her 
hair forward across her eyes and the steering wheel throbbed 
beneath her . When she slowed for a corner it seemed 
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. if only English roads were as straight and empty as 


Es 


But Chinese roads have their drawbacks, too. Motor traffic 
may be rare on them but livestock is very common. It was 
unfortunate that the widow Ng Sun-yi, who herded her white 
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herself in a tight ball and landed on a half-made stack of rice 


i while q 
Romy, after describing a slow parabola through the air, curled — 
straw_on Ng Sun-yi's First Son's threshing floor. Though | 


**Glad to hear it, because you sure as hell don’t know 
to drive,"’ retorted Gene, taken aback by this cool reception. 


screaming . 
was in the back. Is he... ?” 
“He was lucky too. He's sitting over by those willows 


car— 

“Your car, I suppose?’’ 
“Well, no. It's Harvey's." 

= Gene whistled. ‘‘He’s going to be delighted. It looks to me 
as if some fairly extensive repairs will be needed before he 
drives it again.” 

“Oh, Lord!"’ Romy bit her lip. ‘Anyway, I'm sure he'll 

understand when I tell him how it happened. He knows what 
these roads are like. He won't go jumping to conclusions and 
assuming it was all my fault."’ 

“admire your confidence. I wish I could share it."” 
She gave him a defiant glance, but her trembling mouth 
showed him she was on the verge of tears. 

**Come on,"’ he said more gently, taking her by the arm. 

“It’s no good crying over spilled milk." 

“I’m not crying,’ But she allowed him to help her down 
the ladder and over the humped bridge that spanned the 
channel a little way further along the bank. She sat silent and 

subdued in the front of his car while he tried to persuade Li 
Wan-ti to climb in the back. 

This the Number Two boy resolutely refused to do. 

“All right,’ said Gene at last, losing patience, “‘if you 
prefer to take your chance of getting a ride home on a bullock 
cart, that’s OK by me. I'll drive Missee back to Sian." 

“Oh, no,"” said Romy, rousing herself from her abstrac- 
_ tion, “I ought to see my ponies now I'm here. That's why I 


“Where are the ponies?”’ 
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**We keep them in a temple just a mile or two on. I've got 
a man coming to buy one of them tomorrow morning."* 

“**You were planning to stay overnight?’' Gene gave her a 
curious look, but she didn't notice. 

“Yes . . My case is in the car. Oh, and some food. But I 
don’t want to trouble you,"’ she said 

“It’s no trouble. How else do you propose to get there— 
walk?" 

Romy flushed. ‘I don’t mind walking.’* 


“All right,’ she said slowly, “but what about the car? We 
can’t just abandon it."’ 

“Why not? It’s not going to run away. It can stay where it 
is until we get together a bullock team to pull it out of the 
ditch."" He turned to Li Wan-ti. ‘‘You toddle on home and 
tell your master what's happened. Say we're going to pull his 


heaved them into the back seat. Her attempt to avoid him had 
failed disastrously and she was back where she had started, 
fighting not to give in to the attraction that swamped her 
every time he came near her. I know what he's like now. I 
will not, not, not make a fool of myself again, she vowed. In 
silence they drove on to the temple. 
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**Nonsense. You need a drink after a fright like that,’” he 
smiled, splashing gin into a glass; when he tried to press it 
head 


“Oh, let's forget it . .. It’s too boring to go over the 
again." 
**Just as you like,"’ he said imperturbably. ‘Well, since 
r drinking, let's eat. We don’t want to disappoint 
all the trouble he's taken."" 

moved from behind the drinks table her cye was 
in horrified fascination by the sight of his shorts. She 
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moment I'd gone away and drive like hell in the opposite 
direction?"’ 
“So you were following me! What a lowdown, dirty trick,"* 


you're not wanted?"’ 

“*We journalists make our living by snooping and prying,’* 
he said dryly. **It gets to be kind of a habit, We have to know 
what's going on, so we can't always afford your high-nosed 


you in town, just by the Bell Tower. I thought you'd scen 
me, too, but you shot away down the next turning as if the 
devil was at your heels. So I turned around and came after 


you. 

“Then you know all about it. You've answered your own 
questions."’ In the candlelight her color was high and she met 
his eyes defiantly. 

“Oh no, far from it. I know what you did and how you 
come to be here, but I don’t know why. Come on, out with it. 
Tell me why I'm not wanted all of a sudden. You wanted me 
all right before I went north; what's happened to make you 
change?"’ 

Romy said wearily, “‘You've been away a long time. 
People do change, you know.”’ 

“Some girls . . . | wouldn't expect you to, though—not with- 

“What's the use of hashing it all over again? It's finished, 
Gene—can't you leave it at that?"’ 

He released her wrist and sat back, staring at her. Then he 
said with a kind of dogged dissatisfaction, *‘No, I can't. I 
don't believe you. Until you give me chapter and verse of 
Rapa) beet aaa 
that it’s finished between 

“Very well,"’ a “I'm not much good at explain- 
ing, but I'll try.’” She hesitated. **You're right. | did—find 
you attractive. | was lonely and worried. I couldn't face going 


DRAGON STAR 253 


is cains dncty over Gare eee ae 
my life rotting slowly away in that great gloomy house . . aA 


“I never felt less like laughing. What happened next?"* 
“You went away,"’ said Romy bleakly. ‘That was when I 
realized I'd been a fool to dream that I meant anything to 
you. You see, I didn’t know much about you then."* 

“And now you've found out a lot more, am I right?’’ His 
voice was expressionless. *‘Tell me, who was kind enough to 
fill in the gaps in your knowledge? Mrs. Bentley?"’ 

‘She wasn't the only one. You haven't gone to any great 
trouble to keep your affairs secret, have you? The story of 


“So now you know that I quarrel with my wife, visit 
brothels, and wine and dine with the Marshal's mistresses. What 
else do they say about me? Go on, I find this fascinating.” 

**You don’t deny it, then?"’ 

“Why should I? Anyway, what would be the use of deny- 
ing it when Linda and the Shanghai grapevine between them 
have blackened my name so effectively? What does surprise 
me is that you should believe it without hearing my side of 

“*Is there another side?"’ 

“Every story of marital disharmony has two sides 
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easy go: off with the old love and on with the new . . It all 
fits." 


Romy’s hand went to her mouth. “* 
“Mrs. De castes tenkeeenen eunleuine 00 an? 
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said Gene rather grimly. ‘Il wonder what other—editing— 
she’s been indulging in lately, all on her own initiative? Oh, 
well, that clears up quite a few questions. If Mrs. Bentley 
took it on herself to suppress all my messages, no wonder you 
thought I'd forgotten you."’ He smiled warmly into her eyes 
and took her hand again. ‘‘But I did send them, | swear. I 
was thinking of you all the time, wondering what you were 
doing, wishing you were with me. So now we know who's 


“No,” said Romy. 


too. That was . . . part of our trouble. 

“So you blame me for the breakup of your marriage? J 
must say, that’s a bit thick,’’ said Romy indignantly. 

“Of course I don't blame you. I see now that it would have 
happened anyway, given the kind of people we both are. You 

were only a contributing factor." 

“I don’t think I like that any better."’ She crumpled her 
napkin and pushed back her chair. ‘‘Gene, I’m tired. There's 
no point in discussing this any further. You may be able to 
forget, but I can't. Anyway, I've got my own life to live now. 
In a few days’ time I'm leaving for England; if the baby 
hadn't been ill I'd have gone months ago."’ 
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**You can't leave now!"’ he exclaimed. There was a note 
of urgency in his voice that she hadn't heard before. 

Her eyebrows rose. *‘Who says I can’t?"’ 

“I do.” 

**What gives you any say in the matter?’’ 

“Listen, Romy, this is important. I'm not trying to pull a 
fast one or stampede you into anything, but it’s vital for me, 
and for Mrs. Bentley, that you shouldn't leave Lombard's 

"Don't be ridiculous. What difference does it make if I’m 
there or not?"’ 

“*You asked me once what I had against Lombard—te- 
member?"’ 

Romy nodded, puzzled. 

“*I suspected then that he was hand in glove with the 
Blueshirts, but I couldn't prove it. Now I can. We've got to 
keep a watch on him during the next few weeks, particularly 
when the Generalissimo visits Sian. The negotiations between 
Marshal Chang and the Reds are at a very delicate stage, and 
Lombard will kibosh them if he can. He's dangerous—you 
must believe me."’ 

She shifted restlessly in her chair. **Harvey? I can't believe 
it. If you'd seen him when Clare was ill . . . He stayed up all 


“Some of the most dangerous criminals in history have 
been charming family men who loved children and animals,"’ 
said Gene drily. ‘*If you'd talkked—as I have—to some of the 
prisoners he’s tortured, you'd believe me all right. Did you 
know he has a direct telephone line to Governor Shao’s 

Y dled 

**Shao gives me the shivers,’’ she admitted. ‘*There’s some- 
thing about his eyes . . . But all the same I don’t see why | 
should stay. It's got nothing to do with me."’ 

“If you leave Lombard's house, Mrs. Bentley will have to 
go too. At the moment she's well placed to warn the Reds 
about his movements—it was a great stroke of luck getting 
her into the house. Please don’t go just yet, Romy. It'll ruin 
all our plans."* 

**What about ruining my plans?’’ She was suddenly angry. 
Why should she be expected to obey these peremptory orders 
issued from heaven knew where? ‘‘What’s your stake in this, 
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Gene? I thought you were a journalist, not a political subver- 
sive. How did you get involved?"" 

“I'm not sure of that myself,’’ he admitted. *‘All I know is 
that the Chinese peasant deserves a fresh deal and Mao looks 
like he's giving him onc. Please, Romy, stick around just a 
while longer. It won't be long now before the whole affair 
comes to boiling point." 

“I'll think it over,"’ she said reluctantly and he smiled, 
apparently satisfied. 


_—-.-—_ =. 
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praved as to consider raping a white woman was the lowest 
form of bandit. She forced herself to stay calm, knowing that 
if she struggled she would excite him even more. Instead, she 
feigned surrender, sagging in his arms so that he had to step 
back 


transferred his haul into a sack. 

She gave a strangled cry, trying to spit out the stifling gag, 
and immediately the knife jabbed her again. 

“Quiet!” 

At that moment footsteps rang on the flagstones outside, 
and Gene called, ‘Romy, are you still decent? There's some- 


She could imagine him pacing up and down, listening, 
staring at the door... . 

“Oh, all right. It doesn't much matter,"’ he said at last, 
and she heard his footsteps diminish as he moved away. 
they were sure he had gone, the bandits set about 
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hardly had time to think, Oh God, there's another of them! 
before she was blinded by two flashes in quick succession, 
and a double explosion rocked the stonewalled room. One 
body collapsed on top of her, shot through the head, and the 
other bandit gave a great leap at the wall before he, too, 
keeled over with a bubbling, choking gasp. The acrid fumes 
of cordite rolled across the room like a sea fog. She couldn't 
grasp what had happened. 

“Are more of them?"’ shouted Gene into the 


felt completely stunned. 
After a time she said shakily, ““W . . . What will you do — 
with them? I can't. . . can't..." 


they're soldiers who've been turned off by the local warlord. 
You can see where the armband's been torn from their sleeves. 
I'd better ask Feng to dispose of them. Wait here a minute—I 
won't be long."’ 

““No, no. Please don’t leave me."" She was shaking all 
over again; this second shock had come too soon after the car 
crash and she felt unable to control mind or body. She 

“Stay with me, Gene. I'm frightened.”’ 
“Don't worry, I'll stay with you,”’ he said gently. **You're 
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quite safe now. We'll leave this mess as it is and find you 


But she still clung to him like a frightened child and deep 
shudders shook her from head to foot. ‘I—1I don’t need 
anything,"’ she insisted chattering teeth. ‘‘Just stay 


at did, he padded across to his own room, 
leaving the door ajar. He placed his loaded revolver beneath 
the pillow and lay for a while listening intently to the noises 
of the night before he, too, turned on his side and slept. 


his hand beneath the pillow to find the gun. ‘‘Who’s there?"” 
he demanded into the darkness. ‘‘Stay where you are or I'll 
blast you to pieces."* With his other hand he pressed the 
switch of his flashlight. 

*‘It’s only me,"" said Romy. 

She clutched a long-fringed silk shaw! around her shoulders 
but her feet were bare and she was shivering. ‘What's the 
matter? Can't you sleep?’’ he said resignedly. 

She came and perched on the edge of his bed. In the light 
her eyes looked large and brilliant in her pale face. “I never 
thanked you for saving me,"’ she said. 

**Thanks can keep till the morning. You should be in bed, 
not padding about with bare feet. You're frozen,"’ he scolded. 

“I couldn't sleep till I'd thanked you,” she said again and 
he wondered if, in fact, she was properly awake now. There 
was something fey and somnambulistic in her manner. Per- 
haps she’s in shock, poor kid, he thought, and instinctively 
his arms went round her to draw her close. 

She lay beside him, tense and trembling. ‘‘Whenever I shut 
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my eyes I see those men’s faces,"’ she whispered. ‘They 
were going to kill me, you know. I could hear you outside 
and I tried to shout but I couldn’t make a sound. I thought 
you were going to walk away and leave me to die. I was so 
scared .. ."" her voice cracked in remembered fear. ‘*I kept 
thinking, this is all my own fault. If only I'd been nicer to 
you. If I hadn't tried to run away—if I'd let you come across 
the courtyard—"’ 

“Stop thinking about it,"” he said firmly. ‘“Those men are 
dead and you're safe and that’s all that matters. It’s no use 
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i , just as they always do."’ 
“You're only saying that because you want to go back to 
sleep,"* she accused. ‘You don't want to talk about it any 
more 
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illing expatriate women who were fair game. 
y was a different matter. If he gave in to temptation 


come to him for comfort: it was his responsibility to keep the 
control. 
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Darn it, thought Gene. He raised himself on one elbow and 
listened to her quiet breathing. He was fairly sure she had 
dropped off to sleep. Cautiously he edged farther away so that 
her shoulders no longer pressed against his chest and there 
was a respectable space between her slim warm haunches and 
his groin. He began to think determinedly of chilly, meta- 
physical matters. Problems. How many angels could sit on a 
pin, for instance? If a glacier moved six inches a decade . . 
If an express train collided at seventy-five mph with a truck 
doing fifty mph . 

It was no use. He would have to decamp. He couldn’t lie 
here without touching her a single minute longer. But the 
moment he stirred he heard a quick soft intake of breath from 
the other side pf the bed—a listening silence. *“Where are you 

7"" she asked. This time she sounded fully awake. 

“I think I'd better move into your bed for what's left of the 
night,’* he said as casually as he could. **You stay here in the 

He saw the pale gleam of her face as she turned toward 
him; for a moment she didn't speak. Then she said softly, 
hesitantly, as if searching for the right words: ‘‘Is it because 
you want . . . what I want?" 

There was no mistaking her meaning. 

“Since you ask, yes.’ 

**Then, if we both want the same . ox 

“‘Ah, that’s the question. De sear Gear ae 
your motives aren't crystal clear to me. A while ago you 
tefused a perfectly good offer of marriage, and from the way 
you were talking this evening I thought the last thing you 

~ wanted was—er—proximity of this kind."’ 

“Will you listen to the man!"’ exclaimed Romy in exasper- 
ation that something that seemed so simple to her wasn’t 
obvious to him. *‘Of course I don't want offers of i 
and al! the troubles that go with it. Must love always be such 
a heavy tedious business that you have to agree exactly 
what's due to you before you even begin?"’ Her fingers 
stroked the back of his neck, twisting the hair into little curls, 
her lips brushed his. **Must it?"’ 

Gene swallowed and said thickly, ‘‘Tell me what you do 

_ want, then,’’ and she laughed. 
“Oh, love without ties, of course. Freedom for both of 


y- 
**But supposing there was such a thing, wouldn't you settle 
for it?’’ she persisted. 
1: “gaa ™ he said, and pulled her roughly to 


“*Little wildcat!’’ he said, laughing. ‘You'd better tell me 
if you're making any more conditions. | ought to know the 
worst before I commit myself any further.’* 

“I’m not making conditions!'’ she retorted, rather breath- 
lessly. “The only condition I ask is that there are no condi- 
tions between us."* 

“What an attorney you'd make,"” he said admiringly. ** You 
can twist the language into knots to suit your case and leave 
me no wiser than before. Oh no, you don't!"’ 

With a quick grab he captured the hand she had raised to 
strike him and looked down mockingly on her attempts to pry 
his fingers apart. ‘‘What will you give me to let you go?"’ he 


Half laughing, half in earnest, she struggled to free herself. 

*“*Nothing!"’ she gasped. 

His dark gaze became more concentrated, almost remote, 
as if he was looking at her for the first time. He said some- 
thing under his breath, some word she didn't understand, and 
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There's no better beauty treatment than love, thought Abigail, 
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girl. I suppose an old fogy like me simply has to close her 
eyes to this very irregular relationship, but I can't approve of 
it. Dr. Lombard’s no help. He positively encourages them. Of 
course, he’s got no morals . . . 

“Abby! Save me!'’ Romy burst into the room, bringing a 
blast of cold air with her. She whirled round and tried to slam 
the door in Gene’s face as he followed. ‘He's going to throw 
me in the lily pond!"* 

“That's the least you deserve, after putting that rotten 
chestnut down my neck."’ 

**You looked so funny. You should have seen your own 
face!"' Romy dodged back and forth round a lacquered table, 
clinging to the rim as Gene lunged in pursuit. Furniture went 
flying. She slipped on the polished boards and before she 
could rise again he pounced on her. 

“Save me!"" Romy shricked. ‘‘Abby, make him put me 
down!”" 

“Say you're sorry,” Gene growled menacingly, ‘say it 
SRN EI A pee tee 

“T'm not s-sorry! You really looked ridiculous . 

“Right! You've asked for it.’ 

i acts acoaee Sodan aeons auigas naneaseceal 
relief, but she noticed it was in the direction of Romy’s 
bedroom rather than the frozen pond that Gene carried his 

What behavior! thought Abigail again. No wonder the 
Chinese call us barbarians. Still, it’s nice to see them so 
happy together. I only wish I could shake off this wretched 
premonition of trouble. I must be getting old. . . . 

But she knew in her heart that what she really feared was 
that her usefulness was coming to an end. It was galling to 
know that since Lu the tailor had taken charge of radio com- 
munications, the Reds in Sian hadn't lost a single agent. 
Lu assured her tactfully that this was because they were 
using improved codes, but to Abigail it seemed to prove that 
the job she'd enjoyed so much was being done better by her 
successor. I must go back to Shanghai soon, she thought. I'm 
really more use there. I'll go after the Generalissimo’s visit. 

Dissatisfied with the progress of his Anti-Red campaign, 
Chiang Kai-shek had announced his intention to arrive in 


him as a white-haired, learned recluse, Ti-fen by name, with 
a bitter grudge against Chiang Kai-shek and his warlord allies 
who had killed Ti-fen’s wife. Now a vital bit was added to 
the jigsaw: it appeared that Ti-fen was not Chinese. 

“Is he Russian, German, Yankee?"’ demanded Shao Li- 
tzu, the head of police, as his executioner applied the 


| 


The prisoner shricked pitifully but could shed no further 
light on the codemaker's nationality. 

“Tell us the key to the code.”’ 

This approach, too, proved useless. The codes were fre- 
quently changed and only Ti-fen himself held the key. Harvey 
had not been present at the interrogation but before the pris- 
oner finally expired one further nugget of information was 
from him. The call signals for the various radio- 
were words in Ti-fen’s native tongue. The dying 
had reeled them off with his last breath, the stenog- 


ment now lay on Harvey's desk. 
Transliterated, they read: Teh-No. P’i-t’an-iah. T’i-T’i, San- 


“a 


way. Perhaps the sense was phonetic 

He read the words aloud: at once a faint tinkled 
like a distant bell in his memory. He tried to grasp it but it 
slipped away 


ment. He considered the occasions when he'd been obliged to 
sing. In church? No, he didn't think it was a hymn although 
the memory was now becoming clearer: men’s voices raised 


words over and over again. There ought to be 
something between ‘‘P’in-Weh"’ and ‘*T’en."* A beat was needed 
... A definite rhythm was beginning to emerge from his 


St. George, Prince of Wales, and Ten... 
He hummed the names of the Eton boats aloud, remember- 
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ing how fireworks had sprinkled trails of golden stars into the 
summer sky, and wine-flushed young oarsmen in flower-decked 
boaters had stood proudly and precariously to attention as 


Wei Jui-ching’s dungeon and now served as the interrogation 
center of Communist suspects. At first sight it looked like an 
enormous aviary. Naked bulbs shed a harsh light on rows of 
bamboo cages, their bars wound round with barbed wire to 
the inmates the small comfort of leaning against them 
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ously, turning his empty eyesockets from side to side. harvey 
ignored these two, but stopped to peer at the object in the 
cage opposite. It lacked arms and legs: only the head and 
trunk of what had been a man heedlessly against the 
wired bars, waiting for death. 

The background noise of moans and groans, bellows and 


screen, watching with detached interest as a bald and brawny 
soldier, stripped to the waist and glistening with sweat, sys- 
tematically pried the fingernails off the hands of a disheveled 
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ished boots. When he saw Harvey he bowed courteously 

signaled him to wait. 
“One moment, . I will be with you very soon. 
the girl again. ‘‘Now, I ask you once more. 
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You'll find your prisoners last longer, too. You might even 
squeeze more information out of them before they give up the 


“I am always grateful for my elder brother’s advice,"’ said 
Shao earnestly. 

“‘Good,"’ said Harvey. He leaned forward confidentially. 
“I didn’t come here tonight to criticize, though. I've got 


The governor waited, relaxed yet watchful, his eyes slitted 

above his bulging cheeks. ‘Tell me your news." 

Harvey said softly, ‘‘I have discovered the identity of the 
Red codemaker, and have thought of a way by which we may 
lure him to Sian and capture him. But I will need your help."’ 

Shao’s eyes gleamed. He spread his pudgy hands. *‘Every- 
thing I have is yours, Elder Brother."’ 

‘Excellent,’ said Harvey. ‘‘Now this is what we have to 
do."’ 


“Is this the way you interpret my orders?"’ The Generalis- 
simo's high-pitched voice was shrill with outrage. His eyes 


command. : 

Without another word, Chiang Kai-shek stalked across the 
tarmac to the waiting black limousine and climbed inside. 
Engines revved, horns blared; armed soldiers sprang to the 
runningboards. The procession of motors swept forward along 
the special route that had been resurfaced and cleared of 
dwellings in preparation for the visit, clouds of gritty dust 
trailing behind as they drove at full speed to the Generalissi- 
mo’s temporary quarters in the hotsprings resort of Lintong. 
For Chiang Kai-shek’s visit the houses that lined the approach 
to the temple of Lintong had been razed to the ground, and 
armed guards posted to patrol the high walls surrounding the 
temple: the Generalissimo was well aware of disaffection 


Stephen Russell's arrival in Sian the next evening was a 
very different affair. He rode into town in a Tungpei truck, 
wearing a well-used Tungpei uniform; his hair cropped and 


sling. With dark glasses to hide the telltale shape of his eyes, 
pass at first glance as a wounded Manchurian 


Accustomed as he was to the austere frugality of living 
conditions in the Red base, Stephen was dazed at first by the 
brightly-lit streets, garish shopfronts and incessant noise. Seeth- 
ing humanity: thieving humanity, too. Hungry beggars sur- 
rounded him, flaunting their sores, plucking at his clothes, 


The news that she was in Sian had shocked him, too. At 
he'd found it hard to accept the evidence of the photo- 
which George Hatem, the American doctor now work- 
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it into the sunken court where Stephen and Celestial 
playing chess. : 
acquired some fan mail!’’ he joked. 
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softly to Celestial Sparrow, **We'll try the silk merchants 
first. Mrs. Bentley loves buying silk; one of the merchants 


merchant had to show her silks because she 
wanted a special pelisse made for the baby of the house. She 
had chosen a yellow silk, very heavy. The garment would be 
ready next week. 


Sparrow had to jog to keep up with him. He whispered 


last they stood before sturdy red-lacquered double doors 
lion’s head rings, set in a high, blank wall. She's in 
, thought Stephen in a fever of impatience. Maybe 
y's there too. How can I get to them? He glanced up and 
down the quiet street: a few coolies chatted, resting on the 
shafts of their rickshaws, at the street corner; an old woman 
shuffled past carrying a load of firewood; curious children 
eyed them and edged nearer. 

Some instinct of caution prevented him from hammering on 
the closed secret door. It was unlikely that the k’ai-men-ti 
would admit a soldier as scruffy as he and he did not wish to 
reveal his identity yet. He squatted down in the gritty dust to 
think the matter over. The tantalizing smell of fried millet 
cakes drifted to their nostrils. They had not caten since dawn. 

**I go to buy food,’’ said Celestial Sparrow importantly, 
and swaggered away in the direction of the alluring fragrance; 
but before he reached the corner where the cake vendor was 
selling his wares, there was the roar of a motor engine and a 
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himself by flattening his body against a wall. 
The motor swung through the red-lacquered doors which 


**Ti-fen—it is Lom-pa! The white devil doctor who stole 
my Shining Moon!"’ He was shaking with excitement. 
“What? Are you sure?’’ Stephen stared at him. 

“It is—it is . . . I know him,"” stuttered the boy. 
Stephen frowned. ‘“You must be mistaken. You always say 
" one white face is just like another to you." 

“No, no. It is true. I know him."’ Celestial Sparrow bounced 
_ like the lid of a simmering kettle in his agitation. 

**But that doctor was far away, in Shanghai. What did you 
call him?"’ 

“I told you before, Lom-pa,’’ said Celestial Sparrow in the 
injured tone of one whose word is unjustly doubted. ‘He is 
older now, as | am, but when I saw him I remembered as if it 
But Stephen wasn't thinking about Celestial Sparrow's old 
grievance: his brain was busy with another problem. He had 
thought of asking Mrs. Bentley to break the news of his 
reappearance to Romy, but now it struck him that as a doctor, 
: might have more experience of such matters. 

He said, *‘I hope you're wrong, because Lom-pa, as you 
call him, is an old acquaintance of mine.*’ He raised his hand 


Sparrow caught his arm. 

‘“No, no! He is a devil. Do not go in his house, Ti-fen.”* 

“Don't worry, I know how to deal with him," Stephen 
said. ‘‘We went to the same school, long ago."’ 

“*Then you, also, are of the Green Gang?"’ The boy looked 
astonished and fearful. 

“Of course I'm not! It was an English school. We didn’t 
have secret socictics—at least, not the kind you mean. What 
makes you think Lom-pa is one of the Green Gang?" — ’ 


spitting to emphasize his 
“All right, please yourself. But look here,"’ said Stephen 
coaxingly, “‘let me go in and make sure *sS quite 


his pocket for pencil and paper, Stephen scribbled a few 
words, folded the note, and told the k’ai-men-ti to see it was 
delivered to his master at once. The red doors swung smoothly 
shut, leaving Celestial Sparrow staring at them blankly. 


As Harvey read the note, jubilation bubbled up in him until 
he felt like shouting aloud. At last! The mouse had taken the 
cheese. What luck that Romy had complained of a sore throat 
and gone early to bed instead of joining him for a game of 
Opportunity to retire to her room to write letters: there would 
be no inconvenient witnesses when he sprang the trap. 

He summoned Li and gave him a few quick instructions, 
then lifted the telephone that linked him directly with police 


“Hullo? Lombard here. I want to speak to Governor Shao. 
It’s urgent.”" 

The flustered voice of a subordinate crackled in his ear. 
Harvey frowned. *'I don’t care if he’s sleeping with his 
grandmother: please fetch him immediately. No, it won't 


recognized his former schoolfellow. Thin to the point of 
emaciation, slouching bent-kneed in scuffed felt slippers, clothed 






He pulled himself together and forced a smile. “‘My dear 
fellow, this is a most marvelous surprise. Forgive me if I 
seem a little bewildered, but I can hardly believe it even now. 
We'd all given you up for dead, you know."’ He grasped 
Stephen's hand and shook it heartily, pumping the arm up and 
down. ‘Li, whiskey-soda, chop-chop,”’ he ordered. **Do sit 
down, Russell old man. You look pretty done up and I won't 
ask a lot of questions, but I must know one thing—where 
have you sprung from? Have you been with the Reds all this 
time?" 

Stephen nodded. His gaze wandered round the room as if 
_ he had difficulty in adjusting to his surroundings. After living 


treasurps 


“You've only to ash, 


flowers and phoenixes, a dazzling array of priceless 
Stephen suddenly felt tired. 


“Oh dear. Mean to say you don’t know? Better sit down 
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it is. Romy with Mrs. Bentley, here in Sian. It can't be 
“Very strange," murmured Harvey, examining the picture 
with apparent interest. ‘*‘What makes it all the more peculiar 
that as far as I know, Mrs. Bentley's still living in Shang- 


you were never coming. I've just been telling our 
Ti-fen how anxious you are to talk to him.” 
 Ti-fen! 


“Get your men down on the floor. Lie down!"’ he snapped, 
and sheepishly the soldiers obeyed. The glass showcase of 
jade went over with a crash as Stephen and his unwilling 
partner backed into it; Stephen kicked the pieces aside. If he 
could reach the door, escape into the dark garden . . . 

Too late he saw Shao’s slitted cyes flicker as they saw 
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his pleasure in his own ingenuity. 
“Wake and listen, Joy-of-My-Soul. I have a new captive 
281 
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and for him I shall revive a traditional punishment, one which 
our venerable ancestors used in the old days."’ 
“Who is your prisoner, Lord-of-My-Heart?"’ she asked 
, Smothering another yawn. Her only hope of escap- 
ing the drudgery of the teahouse lay in Shao’s continued 
interest, but she did wish he were not so active late at night. 
“‘An important bandit called Ti-fen,’’ he said impressively. 
“He is a dangerous Communist and can give me much infor- 
mation.’ He knew the name would mean nothing to her, but 
the capture of a foreign devil might stick in her mind: he 
restrained himself from adding further details. 
**What will you do with him?"’ she asked without interest. 
“I have decided he shall ‘stand in the tub,’ '’ said Shao 
happily. “It is an ancient method used to loosen the tongues 
of most determined criminals. I have never tried it, but the 
results are said to be effective. Do you know how it is done, 


was now brittle and lifeless. Against the dull background the 
and pagodas of the plain stood out in brave contrast 
as the sun glinted on blue and yellow tiled roofs, red and 
green columns. 
From her vantage point she could see the 
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way behind, was a small wire of 
Gene's car. Even the thought of him out there 
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touch from Gene is enough to send delicious shivers 
enieya soon lose their fascination. 


millionaires who'd married six or seven times, al 


someone new in the hope of finding perfect happiness. Look 

She walked on, registering with one corner of her mind that 
the ragged child a few yards behind her looked very like the 
en ee ee ee 


at Chinese emperors with all their concubines! 


tuned to a higher pitch, making colors brighter, sounds 
as smells more tantalizing, and feelings so sensitive that 
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- oP ee 25 Mar iy than she stepped out and 
confronted him 


“What do you want?’" she asked. * ‘Are you hungry? If you 
come back to the house the servants will give you rice."’ 
The boy raised a grimy, tear-stained face and looked at her 
with puffy eyes. “‘Don't you know me, Lo-mee?"’ 

The reedy, high-pitched voice sent a shock through every 
nerve. She stared at him, unable to believe what she saw. 
“Celestial Sparrow!’’ Her voice was a whisper, a mere 
thread of sound. A sudden fit of shaking seized her. She sat 
down hurriedly on the parapet, both hands outstretched to 
no em staring at the well-remembered impudent face 

if she'd yon Was he a ghost? **‘I—1 thought you 
wee eed,” she said unsteadily. “They told me you were 
killed when—when Stephen . 

He nodded solemnly. “I fell, off mountain. Ti-fen saved 
me then. I save him now."’ 


“What? You mean he's . . . still alive?"’ 
Her teeth chattered wildly. She could hardly take in what 
he was saying. 


“Bad trouble for Ti-fen,’’ said Celestial Sparrow mournful- 
ly. “‘Shao Li-tzu came with soldiers to take him from doctor’s 
house. I saw him go. Lom-pa is . . . very bad man. Very 
bad devil doctor.’’ 

““W—wWait,"’ she stammered. ‘‘I don’t understand. Where 
is Stephen? What doctor? Why has Shao Li-tzu arrested him?"’ 

Slowly, with many repetitions, he recounted the whole 
story; as her initial shock faded her brain began to function 
coldly and calmly, working out what she had to do. 

Gene, she thought. First I must find Gene. He'll know who 
to ask and how to make them let Stephen go. But the small 


back with me to the house. We will find Mrs. Bentley and 
ask her to help."’ 

But the boy refused absolutely to go anywhere near ** 
pa’s’’ house. He seemed to have a pathological fear 
doctor, and at last she gave up trying to persuade him. She 
had no time to spare. After much argument he agreed to meet 
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and Mrs. Bentley on the wall in an hour's time; she left 
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Mrs. Bentley had driven out in her car a few minutes earlier, 
without leaving word of when she would return. 

I'm on my own, then, thought Romy. There’s no one else I 
can trust. Somehow I've got to get him out of the hands of 
those devils. She seemed to hear an echo of Gene's voice 


miserable night of his life, his physical discomfort increased 
tenfold by the anguish of ion. What would they do to 


of rats and far-off screams. 

He was lightheaded with hunger and scarcely able to move 
at all at last the cell door squeaked open and he was 
dragged from the cage. As he stumbled along dank passages, 
his attempts to communicate with his guards provoked only 
hostile stares and agonizing upward jerks on his bound wrists. 
This further evidence that he was in Kuomintang hands fright- 
ened him. If only they'd been Tungpei soldiers he might have 
been able to get them to listen to him, as so many of the 
Young Marshal's officers had responded to Red propaganda. 
But these were hardline Kuomintang, chosen for their 
unswerving loyalty to the Generalissimo which had probably 
secured them their positions. Their ears were deaf to the 
blandishments of . 

He expected to be taken to one of the notorious “interview 
rooms,’’ but instead, he was puzzled to find himself hustled 
into the fresh cold air, across several courtyards and into a 
walled enclosure like a vegetable garden in which coolies had 
just finished digging a large round hole some eight feet deep. 
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could, though his teeth were 

“my name is Stephen Russell and I am a British subject. You 
must release me at once. There has been a mistake. The 
British Government will be angry when it hears how I have 
been treated. If you let me go I will make no complaint to 
them.”’ 

Shao giggled delicately and slapped his prisoner in the face 
with the white gloves he carried. ‘You are so generous, Mr 
Russell,"’ he said in excellent English. ‘However, I regret to 
inform you that appeals to your respected government will 
never be heard ... unless you are prepared to cooperate 


“J want to know the codes."” Shao’s voice cracked like a 
Stephen's heart sank. “I know nothing of codes,"’ he said 


“Only the key to the codes can open your prison." 

**But I don’t know them! I was a prisoner of the Reds. 
They told me nothing of their codes."’ 

“Do you take me for a fool, Ti-fen?"’ hissed Shao. **Think 
hard before you refuse, because I will give you no more 
chances."* 


Stephen felt suddenly tired. Even if he told Shao every- 
thing he wanted he would not be released. The governor was 
him, hoping to have his cake and eat it, There 
in . 


ly. **You may be wondering the purpose of our preparations. 
I will enlighten you. You will stand in that barrel on a pile of 
bricks, seven in number. I am a traditionalist, you see, and 
seven is the proper number of bricks to use for this purpose. 
Each one brick will be removed. In seven days you will 


"s mouth was dry. He swallowed with difficulty, 
and said, *‘I warn you, Shao, you will regret this. I am a 
British subject and | demand that you release me."" 

The twinkle became a broad beam. ‘‘Exactly the answer I 
hoped to receive. I am interested in experiments, Ti-fen, and 
have gone to some trouble to arrange this one. It would have 
grieved me if you had cheated me of this chance to try out my 
other answer."’ 


soon as he was up on it a heavy wooden lid with a rough hole 
cut in the center was clapped on top of the barrel, impri 
him. With his head protruding through the hole and the rest of 
his body encased in this infernal prison, he scraped the soles 
of his felt shoes quickly against the sides of the barrel, fearing 
through the soft material. 

He was only just in time. With a look of diabolical plea- 
sure, Shao approached the barrel and tipped a small pan of 
water through the lid. Most of it soaked into Stephen's clothes, 


288 Olivia O'Neill 

but enough reached the bottom to set the lime sizzling and 
clouds of searing fumes rose through the lid, half-choking 
him. 


“Let me out!"’ he screamed, then realized that screaming 
was the worst thing he could do as the lime fumes scorched his 
throat. He froze into utter stillness, trying not to breathe until 
the fumes subsided. A terrible burning pain spread through 
his feet and tears from his watering eyes streamed down his 
face. 

The soldiers and Shao were roaring with laughter at the 
sight of his torment. The governor bent down to shout some- 
thing in his ear but Stephen was in too much pain to listen. 

**You'll pay for this, Shao!"’ he sobbed. ‘‘You'll regret 


The pudgy figure surveyed him benignly, his slitted eyes 


By the evening of the 11th, his anger against Marshal Chang 
was common knowledge. The Marshal's imminent dismissal 
was an open secret. The merchants and mandarins discussed 
it in their offices and teahouses, the hard-worked singsong 
girls knew of it from their army clients. The rickshaw men, 
who know everything first, spoke of it freely as they waited 
shivering for fares, or trotted with heaving chests through 
Sian’s rutted streets. 

The only person who seemed unaware of his impending 
doom was Chang Hsueh-liang himself. He continued about 
his duties, cheerful and unruffled as ever. He had brought his 
Leader's wrath on his head by intervening in the big student 
demonstration, and presenting their petition to the Generalis- 
simo with his own hands. It was like presenting a red rag to a 
bull: Chiang Kai-shek had been furious. 
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was concluded. 
“You're in excellent health, sir,"’ replied Harvey, 

away his stethoscope. ‘‘Sleeping well? No headaches?"’ 
“Nothing that a young concubine can't cure. Oh, by the way, 


a 
on the telephone switchboard that a joint meeting of 
divisional commanders had been called by the Young Marshal 
at ten o'clock that night. 


I'll have to tackle him myself, thought Romy. It’s the only 
way. She paced her room like a caged wolf. Her stomach 
muscles were cramped into a hard knot and her fists so tightly 


290 Olivia O'Neill 

clenched that the nails dug into her palms. She hadn't been 
able to eat or drink at supper, waiting with taut nerves for the 
sounds that would herald Harvey's homecoming: the shrill 
shouts of the servants and his heavy, purposeful tread over 


the tiles. 

But suppertime passed and Li reproachfully cleared the 
untasted dishes; still Harvey did not appear. 

“Call me when the master comes in. I want to speak to 
him. It doesn’t matter how late it is,"’ she said, walking about 
the room, picking things up and putting them down again. 

““Velly good, Missee.’’ Li surveyed her anxiously as she 
went across the courtyard. The door of her bedroom slammed. 

Midnight passed; one o'clock struck, two. Shivering in an 
armchair, fully dressed, Romy dozed uneasily, and woke, and 
dozed again. Through her dreams she heard footsteps and was 
suddenly wide awake. Why hadn't Li called her? Harvey was 
back, going past his bedroom, heading for the study. 

Silently she padded after him down the trellised walk. Now 
that the moment had come she didn't know what to say. He 
might laugh at her and deny everything Celestial Sparrow had 
said . 


Trying to gauge his frame of mind, she pressed her face to 
the paper lattice. The blurred outline of Harvey, enormous in 
a fur coat and hat, swam into focus. He sloshed liquor into a 
glass; she heard the bottle clink against the rim as if his hands 
weren't steady. Then he pulled out the middle drawer of his 

A moment later he pulled out a gun and leveled it toward 
the window. For a heartstopping moment she feared he'd seen 
her shadow outside. She kept completely still, holding her 
breath, but he lowered the gun without discharging it, and 
when she looked again she saw that he'd broken it open and 
was loading it. 

Where was he going so late, and armed? Romy's breath 
came in shallow gasps. Wherever it was, she was determined 
to follow. Without allowing herself to think of what might 
happen, she fled back down the covered passage, across the 
courtyard and the water-garden, making for the “peace gate”’ 
—the small back exit used by Chinese families in times of — 
emergency. Romy knew the key was often hidden in a niche 
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outer court and rouse the k'ai-men-ti. Before he got there, 


clandestine errand, whatever it might be, Harvey intended to 
drive himself, 

As she hesitated, wondering whether she dared slip into the 
back seat and risk premature discovery, the beam of a flashlight 
shone under the lacquered doors with their brightly-polished 
lion’s head rings. He was coming: she'd left it too late. 

Sick with disappointment, she shrank back in the shadow 
of the wall just as Harvey strode out, pulling on a pair of 
driving gauntlets. He climbed into the front seat and slammed 
over again the sequence was repeated: whirr, splutter, silence. 
Romy waited, her nerves tingling, for the moment when he 
would cither call for help or get out himself to use the starting 
handle 


Don't let it start, she prayed. Oh, don't let it. . . 

He was out, cursing, fumbling in the trunk for the starting 
handle, kneeling on the freezing ground to mancuver it into 
position. The handle engaged; he put down the flashlight. 

Now! 

Like a patch of moving shadow Romy slid alongside the 
car and softly pressed down the back door handle. She waited 
until Harvey, grunting with effort, began to swing the engine, 
then opened the door and crept inside the car. Huddling down 
on the floor between the seats, she pulled the car rug over her 
and waited, holding her breath, for any sign that her stealthy 
entry had been observed. 

Harvey still struggled with the starting handle. The whole 
car shook as he swung the engine over repeatedly, but it was 
several minutes before the motor caught properly. Then he 
ee ee ee eee Romy 
heard his labored breathing and caught the tang 

““Damn,"’ he muttered. ‘Damn, damn, damn.”* 
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The Almond Blossom Concubine had chosen the dress she 
First she applied a thick mask of white foundation, rubbing 
it well into the skin to conceal the pitted scars of hua-ping, the 
Ho-sen, the toothless old amah who attended her, often 


would wear and left the rest on the floor for her servant to 
pick up. Now she concentrated on painting her face in prepa- 


ration for entertaining her customers. 
much. in demand with Kuomintang officers for her slight 


brothers, and led her father to sell her at the age of nine to the 
Fragrant Tree teahouse. Now she was twelve years old, and 
sometimes sing for favored clients. Since Shao Li-tzu had 
singled her out for patronage her prospects had improved. 
There was even a possibility that he would one day install her 
in his family house, give her a courtyard of her own and 
servants to wait on her. 





be so,"’ she shrilled. ‘‘Your youth and beauty will soon fade 
as mine did, and one day Shao Li-tzu will lust for younger 
flesh than yours. Then you will regret that you did not flatter 
him as he liked.’’ 

Almond Blossom paid little heed to these gloomy predic- 
tions. She hated Governor Shao just as she hated all the other 


“Evil will come of it.'’ All the same, she left the room and 
invited Abigail to enter. 

Almond Blossom bowed gracefully over folded hands. *‘How 
may I serve the honored f'ai-t'ai?"’ she inquired politely, 
dismissing the muttering Ho-sen. 

Then she said quietly, *‘I have come from Mr. Lu. He tells 
me you have important news concerning Ti-fen."’ 

The girl cast a quick look round. Her painted face could 
express no anxiety, but her movements were nervous as she 
went to the door and jerked aside the leather curtain. The 
passage was deserted. She moved close to Abigail and spoke 
so softly that the rattle and click of mah-jongg counters in the 
 tea-house nearly drowned her words. 

“*Ti-fen has been arrested, here in Sian."’ 

**What?"' exclaimed Abigail sharply, ‘“Who told you that?’’ 

Almond Blossom put a finger to her lips. ‘‘Not so loud,”’ 
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Chapter Twenty-One 


As Abigail hurried through the cold, windy streets in search 
of Lu the tailor, part of her mind noticed that the military 
were extra busy that night. Staff cars sped noisily to and 
fro. Patrols roamed the streets, bayonets fixed, faces grimly 
expectant. A convoy of army trucks rumbled out of town 


She passed the Sian Guest House where most 
Kai-shek’s general staff was billeted, and saw to 
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worried about Ti-fen's fate whole new alliances might have 
been made or broken, yesterday's tyrant executed and tomor- 
row's welcomed with banners. 

At last, tired and footsore, she reached the Street of Col- 
ored Clouds of Spring where Mr. Lu lodged, and was admit- 
ted by his thin littke maidservant who stared at her with 
frightened eyes and said that Lu Fu-ch'un had gone out be- 
fore dark and not returned. 

Abigail consulted her watch. It was already past midnight. 

“IT will wait for him,’’ she said. 
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outbreak of firing close at hand brought the maid running into 
the room. It came from the direction of the Sian Guest House. 
“Whatever's that?"’ 
Abigail went to the door and peered into the dark street. 
**No, no, Honorable Venerable Lady, come back!"" sobbed 
the maid, pulling at her sleeve. ‘‘Do not go out, you will 


Abigail that this was sound advice. A moment later an explo- 
sion rattled the door and leaping flames outlined the dark 
houses opposite. Feet thudded down the street; there were 
loud shouts and more shots, then farther away they heard 
crashes and thumps as if a building was being rammed by a 
heavy vehicle. Clearly it would be madness to venture into 
the streets just now, but she longed to know what was going 
on. Who was fi whom? Was this a surprise attack by 
the Reds? 

Swiftly Abigail went through into Mr. Lu's study and 
dismantled his radio transmitter. She hid it in the hollowed 


peer out. A dim gray light was filtering into the courtyard where 
the car was parked. It must be nearly dawn. If anyone took 


igus 

gee in Hi ene 

SERGE adie ita 

? 53 BE 4 qi Hii By 
in Li THE eeadetiptie MTA 
Pun: ue Hing! Hee 

HERE TG HERE F 
g 3; g $5552 &< 225 e: "a 

il al HH pHi Hee E HHL 
Ah : ia HH cual Ladaaat 
He ili ee at Ld 


Mri rc essa itr 


Olivia O'Neill 
nny epic xe oer cn 


She was about to 


é 
i 
3 
i 
hi 
1 


better way out. 


ey tt il tpi tie 





B2g0eS 22585 < 
ie 
“HEE HG 
Hi En Hl 
thi a i 
HH PEE < FY 
seit Lit 
er ee iff 
Hie uail 


a 


i 
i 
be 
i 
ez 
i 


all 

refers 
Bir 
é sft 
baal 
ate 
Hi 


Hit 

wit 
2 
. 
E 
z 
: 


“Go back!"" She gestured urgently. He didn’t move. 
She waved him back again and suddenly he seemed to 


let his companion stand on his back, then slowly hoisted him 
until he could heave himself on to the parapet, just as Romy 


pig, thought Romy, staring at him, willing him to remember 
his partner. Instead he swung his legs over the drop, hung 
suspended for an instant at the full stretch of his arms, then 


let go. 
She caw him cromple like-e paracintiat as he hit the slope, 
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stumbled across the rear courtyard to where Harvey was lying 
pool of blood. He was alive, but his breathing 
was harsh and labored; his skin had a blue, drained look. He 

slumped in the angle of two walls, where the light was 


i 


“Harvey?’’ she said uncertainly. “Can you hear me, 


tion. ‘‘They fired on me—those treacherous rats. Young Mar- 
shal’s treacherous rats. Thought he could fool me. I saw his 
heavily. “Romy? What are you doing here?"’ 
“Don’t worry about that. Save your strength. I'm going to 
get help,”’ she said urgently. The pool of blood was spreading 
at an alarming rate. It was clear that he was sinking fast. 
“Don’t go."’ His hand caught her arm in an icy grip. She 
. beyond help,"’ then there was 
silence, broken by the painful rasp of his breath and a 
slight whistling as of a punctured tire. She guessed that a 
bullet had pierced his lung. He might die at any moment; it 
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, his outspread hands clawing at the walls, 


moment later he shuddered all over, 
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slender resources of manpower or medicine for the benefit of 
wounded soldiers and peasants who would probably die anyway. 

“Do not concern yourself for them, Honorable Lady,’’ he 
said soothingly. ‘‘The problem of injuries is not great and we 
will deal with it in due course."’ 

“Don't you realize they're lying in rows out there? No one 
is doing a thing to help them,"’ protested Abigail. ‘I'm 
offering to organize relief work for you—I'll take the problem 
off your hands.*’ 

“All that will come in good time,’’ repeated the young 
officer. He was in a euphoric mood and preferred to brush 
aside such mundane matters. ‘‘As you see, we are very busy 

now with important affairs. Young Marshal Chang and Gen- 
iitiia Siuse. Nasi’ tee Rad. Ary 40 oxad sepeueaadelas 
to discuss the fate of the Generalissimo. No doubt they will 
demand his immediate execution,"’ he added happily. “hisa 
day for China." 

“It won't be such a great day if Nanking sends bombers to 
smoke you out,’’ pointed out Abigail. ‘You can't leave the 
streets.littered with wounded while you consider what's to be 
done with Chiang Kai-shek. You'll have an epidemic on your 


F 


Captain Ng's smile faded. He wished the Honorable Old 
Nosy Parker would go away and leave him his moment of 
oeny- Why must she spoil it with nagging talk of wounded 

and epidemics? Didn't she see that this was China’s finest 
hour, when the tyrant was overthrown and the glorious 
struggle against the Japanese invader could begin in carnest? 
(onward mpdlaanr tir tern pasegmeies y - 
the night's brilliant coup; he should have guessed that 

wanted was an opportunity to harass and annoy him. 
to his Confucian code, Captain Ng allowed none of 
peevish thoughts to show on his smooth face, He said 
y, ‘‘Although the wounded are only peasants and sol- 
you are right to think of their welfare, Venerable 


HH 
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gladly do so."” 

“That's very kind of you, Captain.’’ Abigail’s tone was 
brisk. ‘‘For a start seeiisiia tage camera cee 
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buildings as temporary hospitals. Also blankets, medicines, 
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and medical supplies, in particular bandages. Then I'd be 
grateful for a platoon of your men to help collect the wounded 
from the streets, rickshaw coolies, buckets, cooking utensils, 
“t she ask for the moon as well? thought Captain 


Captain Ng to more important matters. 
Armed with his authority, she spent the rest of the gray, 
bitter morning organizing her makeshift hospital. Soon Mrs. 


“All we can do is wait and hope."’ 

“There must be something we can do,"’ he said with a kind 
of suppressed savagery. ‘“The suspense of not knowing is 
driving me crazy. Those damned servants of Lombard’s won't 
say a thing, even if they know where she is, which I doubt." 

He flung himself into the work of clearing wounded from 
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where Shao's police had their headquarters. Gene and Abigail 
were standing in the outer court, directing stretcher bearers, 
when a long black car, its coachwork thick with dust, swung 
through the gates and braked to a halt. 

“That's Lombard’s car!"’ exclaimed Gene. He began to 
Tun toward it. 

“Li told me where to find you,"’ said Romy numbly. She 
Sat in the driver's seat as if unable to summon the energy to 
move, and when Gene pulled open the door she almost fell 
out into his arms. 


the Young Marshal's guard. He was trying to warn 
Chiang Kai-shek. He—'* she choked on a sob, putting her 
hand over her eyes. 

“You mean, you were at Lintong this morning—both of 
you?’" demanded Gene incredulously. Abigail gave him a 
warning shake of the head. She could see from Romy’s 
trembling lips and ashen face that she was in no state to 
answer questions. 

Together they supported her to a marble bench set in a 
sheltered corner. She walked between them stiffly, like a 
sleepwalker. Tremors shook her from head to foot. 

“Easy, honey, easy. Take your time. You're safe now and 
that's all that matters."’ She relaxed into the security of his 

A Tungpei officer approached Abigail and signaled urgent- 
ly. She rose and went to meet him. **Yes? What is it?"’ 

“You come now, please, Honorable Lady. You will come 
and see this man."’ He was plainly nervous; his fingers 
twisted against the seams of his uniform trousers. 

““A prisoner? A wounded man? Well, bring him out, then. 
Take him to the hospital. You have your orders."” 

““Please, I do not like this responsibility. We are afraid we 
will be blamed. You come, please.”’ 
oe and nonsense! Oh, very well, then. I'll come if you 
insist,’* 
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If she'd needed any more proof that Ti-fen and Stephen 
Russell were one and the same, this was it. 


“I love you, Romy,’ said Gene quietly, his lips pressed 
Coes cox **Oh, I know this is a hell of a 

time to say so, but you can’t always wait for moonlight and 
roses. When I went to the house this morning and they told 
me you'd vanished, I nearly went mad. Don't ever give me 
such a fright again. I want you with me, always, for the rest 
of my life."’ 

“That's what I want, too,"’ said Romy. They sat in si- 
lence, her head on his shoulder, an island of calm in the 
bustling courtyard. Presently two coolies trotted purposefully 
toward the archway through which Abigail had vanished. 

“It looks as if they've found some other poor devil in 
there,"" said Gene. “I'd better go and give a hand."* 

“Don't go."* She clung to him, shivering from some vague 
premonition. ‘“They can manage without you."’ 

Gently he disengaged her hands. ““You stay right here, 
saat I won't be long. Here, you're cold. Put this over 


> draped his fur coat around her, smiling as she huddled 
folds. Her happiness of a moment ago had vanished 
replaced by a deep chill which seemed to 
marrow of her bones. Without Gene she felt lost, fright- 
ened; threatened by some ancient evil in this grim fortress. 
“Come back!"’ she whispered. * “Don't leave me alone." 


Tae cot bore er woshd took: coves pont time; 
the curves of cheek and jaw transformed into sharp planes and 


jumped up and ran to him. * “Gene! What's happened?”’ 

Even his voice was unrecognizable as he said harshly, 

“Don’t go in there, Romy. Wait while I tell you. She sent me 
to tell you. Oh, God—"" 

She'd never known him at a loss for words. She said 
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, “Tell me what, Gene? What are you trying to 


ats 


+ a long moment he-wes sileat, gazing st her as if he 
to concentrate all his memories into this one instant, 
shoulders and said in that harsh, strained 
way to wrap it up. You'll have to brace 
. They've found your husband. He'’s— 

he's in a bad way. They're bringing him 


Romy’s whole face drained of color and she stared at him 
with huge, stricken eyes. She swayed on her feet and one 
hand went to her mouth. 
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I'm taking you home."’ 
with a twist she broke from his grip and ran to bar the 
path of the stretcher bearers. Her hand shook as she drew 


the mists 
and their dull, unfocused depths lit up with sudden 
recognition. “‘My Treasure,” he said huskily, ‘so you've 
come back to me. I thought you'd gone forever. Please don't 
leave me again." 

He knew her. He loved her. Tears blurred Romy’s eyes and 
she gave a strangled sob. 

Watching from the archway, Gene's shoulders slumped 
under a sudden weight of despondency. Turning on his heel 
he went to call an ambulance. 


Chapter Twenty-Two 


Days of rumor and uncertainty followed. While Stephen hov- 
ered between life and death, the fate of Chiang Kai-shek and 
all China hung in the balance. 

Gene Lyon left the city. He bribed his way aboard a 
southbound truck the very day of Chiang’s arrest. No matter 
what his personal feelings about leaving without Romy might 
be, mews was news and he foresaw a clampdown on commu- 
nications between Sian and the outside world. There was no 
re ote ee Pe cvcked a fo 

The Generalissimo's arrest had provoked a furious reaction 
among members of his government. From the safety of Nan- 
king, fiery General Ho, the war minister, threatened to bomb 
Sian flat. Rumor reported that Madame Chiang had a hard job 
to talk him out of blowing up her husband along with his 


captors. 

Among Tungpei officers feelings ran high. Most of them 
had lost lands and kindred because of Chiang’s refusal to 
fight the Japanese in North China. These were loudest in 
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Heels tapped briskly across the parquet and a cool hand 
touched his forehead. ‘‘My lord! You are ill! How can these 
animals treat you so? I shall make Marshal Chang rue the day 
he raised his hand against his Elder Brother,’’ scolded a soft, 
familiar voice. 

Kai-shek was so astonished that he forgot his sulks 
and sat up. ‘‘Mei-ling! What are you doing here?"’ he 


exclaimed. 

She knelt submissively before him, smooth hair shining, a 
touch of gold at the neck of her dark, high-collared dress. She 
looked as fresh and elegant as if she'd just stepped out of a 
Paris couturier’s, but the long black eyes in her creamy face 


cretly rather in awe of his own clever, beautiful wife. He 
couldn't forget that she was a millionaire’s daughter who had 
known power and 
agent 
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disgracefully. He deserves to kneel 
a boulder on his neck, and he will if I have 
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ore All you've got to do is agree—on your own terms, 


<etues ennt of teruin, my flower?’’ asked Chiang cautious- 
ly. He didn’t want to appear naive but he still saw no way to 
emerge from this affair with his face intact. It was a mystery 
to him where Mei-ling got her information, but he had to 
admit she was usually right. “I am a prisoner of my own 
army. I have lost face. How can I bargain with these 
Communists?"’ 

“You must insist on being appointed Commander-in-Chief 
nage ppoe qed rag said Mei-ling with 


““But Chou is my enemy,"” groaned Chiang. “*T gave orders 
for his execution. I put a price on his head." 

“Nevertheless, it will be possible to deal with him, for he 
**Mao Tse-tung has no breeding at all. Now listen carefully, 
my husband, and | will tell you exactly what you should 
ee 


I am a wicked, sinful woman, thought Romy. I ought to be 
glad he’s alive. I ought to thank God for saving my husband 
instead of wondering why the soldiers had to search that 
courtyard first. Another hour and he would have been 
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dreams. Stephen needed her now as he never had before. She 
could not abandon him. 

“We'll go home soon,"’ she told him gently. ‘‘When 
you're strong enough we'll go home to Longmarsh. We'll 
make a new start."’ 

His eyes brightened at the mention of Longmarsh and his 
fingers tightened on hers; but when he replied she had an odd 
feeling that he spoke not to her but to someone standing 
immediately behind her. 

“It’s such a long way. Will you be able to come with 
me?"’ he said anxiously. ‘‘Will you come and bring my 
son?"’ 

“Of course I'm coming too," she soothed. ‘But you 
haven't a son, but a daughter. Now you're so much better I'll 


. None 
or assurances meant a thing. When she 
out that he'd left Sian the very day Stephen was rescued 
felt bitter and betrayed. Once again he'd vanished just 
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It was over a week later that Li pattered into the 
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The temptation to fly to her room, put on her most seductive 
dress and brush her hair to a shine was almost irresistible, but 
she quelled it. With iron self-control she waited until the baby 
was dried and powdered and tucked into her cradle before 
the peach-like cheek and going slowly to the 
room. 


free eyes. 
““Let me go! How dare you do such a thing?"’ 
He released her and stepped back, as startled as if a kitten 


‘Mad? You're the who must be mad, kissing me like 
that in front of the servants. Haven't you any sense of 
decency?"’ 

He said with his casy smile, ‘‘The servants think we're 
barbarians whatever we do. In my view it's only fair to give 
them something to back up their prejudice now and then.’’ He 
looked more closely at her white, strained face and said 
seriously, “‘Come on now, Romy, what's the trouble? Tell 
me all about it. You're all wound up about something and 
ready to pick a fight with the first person who crosses you. 
You'd better get it off your chest right away.”’ 

Was it possible he didn’t realize? 

“You know what the matter is as well as I do, so don't 
pretend,’’ she said in a low, controlled voice. *‘I can't think 
how you have the nerve to come back here and ask to see me 
after—after running away and leaving me when my husband 
“Your husband's died?"’ 

“No, but he might have. Small thanks to you that he 
didn’t. But you wouldn’t have cared, would you? Why should 
a thing like that worry you? All you mind about is getting 
your name plastered on the news headlines. Gene Lyon Re- 
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“Not right now when he’s sick,"’ replied Gene with a 


The admission that he'd been interfering in her business 


again, encouraging the old German doctor to gossip about his 


She gazed at him, open-mouthed. At last she said, ‘‘Now I 
patient, added fuel to Romy’s wrath. 


the sooner the better, since my editor in his wisdom has 


decided to recall me to the States. I want you to come with 
told me there's no reason he shouldn't make a complete 


recovery, because I don’ 

he's strong enough to stand them. All the 

eager to get matters sorted out between the three of 
recovery. That's why I was surprised when you said he was 
dying, right after the doctor said he was on the mend.”’ 


expect that I'd leave him?"” 
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“Oh, aecrapt- wc ear emia gic 
behind my back and squeeze information out of Stephen's 
doctor. You really are the limit!"’ 

His eyebrows rose. “"P'm sorry if you object. I wanted an 
informed opinion . 

““By which I suppose you mean mine's uninformed! Well, 
whatever Dr. Winterhalter may tell you, you can take it from 
me that Stephen needs me and I'm not leaving him for any 
snooping, prying gossip-mongering newshound. It's no good, 
Gene. It’s all over between us and the sooner you realize it 
the better."’ 

He said calmly, ‘You don't that, Romy."’ 

“How do you know what I mean?"’ 

“You're just saying it because you've had a worrying time 
and you're all worked up. Now let's sit down and talk this 
over quietly. If you think it’s too soon to break the news to 
Stephen, I'll respect your judgment. Pick your own time. 
I'm not trying to rush you 

“Can't you understand? It’s not a question of picking the 
right time,’ she said desperately. ‘‘There'll never be a right 
time.’’ Since that didn’t seem to get through, she made it 
even plainer. “‘I'm not going to leave Stephen. I love him.” 

“You love him?’’ For the first time he sounded shaken. 
““You mean that?"" 

“I'm not in the habit of saying things I don’t mean, 
although you seem to think I am.” 

“That's no answer. Are you telling me that you want to 
stay with him and be a slave to that great gloomy house— 
your own words, I'd remind you—for the rest of your life?"’ 

Oh, why must he rub it in? ‘*Yes,"’ she said miserably. 

Gene’s eyes narrowed. ‘‘But why this sudden change of 
heart? In our previous conversations on the subject I formed 
the impression that you'd rather live in a tent or a teepee or a 
turfcutter’s cabin with me than in a palace with anyone else in 
the world. wir oe ea gen 

““No,”’ she 

“Well, then?” 

“Stop it, Gene,” once emregioaliprmatia 
more of this. Stop 

He took a quick step toward her but she backed away. 
“Don't touch me."" 
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He moved away, saying with sudden violence, ‘*You don't 
love the guy—I know you don't.”’ 

“I never told you I didn't love him. I never said a word 

“No,” said Gene rather drily, ‘it was what you didn’t say 


never want to see me again."’ 

Reluctanly she tured to face him. Tears sparkled on her 
eyelashes. ‘‘I—I can't .. ."" She drew a deep, shuddering 
breath. **Yes, I can. Go away, Gene. Stephen needs me and 
you don’t. You can talk till you're blue in the face but you 
won't make me leave him.”’ 

“But I love you." 

“Stop saying that,” she said fiercely. “You don't even 


His dark eyes were unfathomable. ‘‘Tell me. I'd like to 


“You think that's something I don’t possess?"” 

“*Yes,"’ she said sadly. *‘You're a five-furlong man, Gene. 
Very good in a sprint, but you'll never last out a mile."’ 

Gene's mouth tightened. ‘‘Staying power's an overrated 
virtue. I think it's more important to know when to quit. 
When to make a clean break with the past. Even if the sprint 
was short, think what fun it would be! We'd roam the world 
together, have a life full of adventure, romance . . .”” 

“Go away,”’ she said tightly. ‘‘Every single thing you say 
is making it worse. I wish I'd never set eyes on you. I never 
want fo see you again."’ 

His hands dropped to his sides as the broad shoulders 
slumped. ‘Is that really what you want?" 

“*VYes."’ 
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they appeared at the breakfast table, and lawnmowers were 
still drawn by fat retired ponies wearing felt boots. 

Of course, Russell was a rich man, although he'd been 
known as a bit of a Lefty in his Oxford days; but that was 
when his brothers were alive, long before this China business 
. . . No doubt a spell in a Chinese jail made a man appreci- 
ate home comforts. 





good. It was refreshing, in these days of smoking, swearing, 
slack-wearing females, to find a young woman who dressed 
as a lady should. It was better still to see a young couple 


she'll have to know."’ 

**Not yet,"’ said Stephen. 

“*All the same—"’ 

“Look here, old ,"" said Stephen with his rare smile, 
“allow to know best about this, there's a good fellow. 


me 

Why do you suppose I've slogged all the way to Harley Street 
and paid five guineas to consult you when old Macarthy in 
Gloucester could have told me the same for five bob? We've 
been friends a long time, Simon; I hope I can rely on you to 
“All right, if you insist, but I don’t like it,’’ said Dr. 
Cockburn unhappily. ‘'I want to see you in a month’s time, 
anyway. Make an appointment with my secretary as you go 


As you see, 1 am back in Sian. | don't know how much 
you have heard of the changes here since you left, but I 
still don't trust the Shanghai Blueshirts and besides, I've 
started a new ‘‘dig’’ on Mount Li—a real one this time! 
More about this later. 

The Generalissimo is back in power after the ups and 
downs of the past months, The only man to suffer for his 
part in the *‘Sian Incident’ (as they call it) is the unfor- 
tunate Young Marshal. Poor Chang! He is the only 
person to emerge with his honor unsmirched and I am 
sorry I used to dismiss him as a mere playboy. He was 
persuaded to surrender to Chiang Kai-shek, to restore 
the Leader's *‘face,’’ and I fear this public-spirited action 
will cost him dear. The Generalissimo is very vindictive— 
like his idol in Germany—and I doubt if the Young 
Marshal will ever set eyes on his homeland again. His 
army is furious, and no wonder. 

You will be amused to hear that I've met your friend 
Celestial Sparrow at last. What a character! He swag- 
gered in one morning, dripping with weapons, and asked 
very civilly to be shown the late Dr. Lombard’s jade 
collection. (There is some confusion over what is to 
become of this, since no heirs have yet claimed it, and I 
am its temporary guardian.) | was very much taken 
aback, as you may imagine, when your young friend 
calmly laid claim to one of the finest pieces: a black jade 
elephant, which he called The Shining Moon, and al- 
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leged that Dr. Lombard had stolen it from him several 


years before. 

1 said he must be dreaming, or words to that effect, 
whereupon the lad produced a little gold key from around 
his neck, inserted it in the elephant's eye, if you please, 
and caused a panel in its howdah to slide back, display- 
ing a tiny clock inside. You could have knocked me down 
with a feather! 

Of course, after that, I had to admit it must be his, 
and he carried it off in triumph. It is hard to imagine 
how such a valuable piece came into his possession, and 
he clearly had no intention of telling me. | cautioned him 
severely to take better care of it in future, and let him go. 
I have an idea that boy will go far. 

I hope my goddaughter is well and growing fast; I 
much look forward to seeing her when I come to England 


Not a word about Gene: she wondered why she'd expected 
news of him. Gene was probably back in America by now, 
pursuing new stories and new girls. She couldn't imagine him 
brokenhearted or even downcast for long. He wasn't the type. 
He'd been right about one thing, she reflected. Stephen's 
recovery had been rapid: his dependency on her short-lived. It 
was dispiriting to find how little her husband had changed. 
His reserve was as impenetrable as ever and he was disap- 
reticent about his missing months in China. 

**To be honest, I remember practically nothing about it,"’ 
he said apologetically. ‘*I get the odd flash of memory now 
and then, that’s all. It may picce itself together later on, I 
suppose."” He didn’t seem to care much either way. 

“Surely you remember places . . . people . . . Where did 
you five all that time?'’ she insisted. 

His face took on the old shuttered look she knew so well. 
2 ly, I really can’t remember."” 

Another disappointment was his lack of interest in Clare. 
Perhaps he'd have preferred a son, thought Romy, but as the 
months passed and he said nothing about adding to their 
family, she was forced to the conclusion that small babies had 
no attraction for him. 


in his arms and say, ‘‘Oh, my 
girl 


embarrassed and say abstractedly, ‘‘Very sensible of you, my 
dear. Now, about the arrangements for the Hunt Ball, I 
thought that this year . . ."” and her moment of drama would 
be overlaid by the usual blanket of domestic trivia. 


Stephen had slipped back into the old routine as if he’d never 
left it, apparently content, apparently oblivious of the 
stormclouds that were gathering over Europe for the second 


and Stephen, soaked to the skin for the third day in succes- 


sion, developed a heavy cold. 
**You can’t go out today,"’ said Romy, when she heard 
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“All right,"’ he agreed, rather to her surprise. ‘I'll take a 
eee Take care, darling. 


drew in 
for good! Then he blinked and the vision was gone; there 
bending over him, fussing with the bedclothes. 
“Watch out, you'll catch my cold,’’ he warned. He was 


i 
it 


Off you go,"’ he said cheerfully, waving her away. He 
looked happier than he had for a long time. 
The river was rising and she caught two salmon, but to- 


What had he been hiding from her today? She drove faster, 
bumping over potholes, worry now smothering every other 


Lights blazed from the lodge windows as she braked to a 
stop on the gravel sweep. Her host was at the door to meet 
her, his face drawn, his voice unsteady. Behind him hovered 
the butler with a bottle of brandy. 

“Romy, my dear, I'm afraid there's the most awful news 

. [hardly know how to tell you. You must be brave. It's a 
terrible blow to us all. . 

She stared at him and knew with absolute certainty what he 

was about to tell her. 


Epilogue, 1945 
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The staff was gone, the gardens were a jungle, and the park 
wall badly in need of repair when Romy and her daughter 
with old Lady Russell in the Dower House. She had invited 
Sybil and her husband, bombed out of two London flats in 
succession, to join them; but even with five in the family they 
seemed to rattle around the huge dilapidated house like a 
handful of in a bucket 


in the property. 
“I think you should sell,"’ said Sybil, shelving the matter 
of the pig. ‘After all, they'll keep it in good repair, which is 
**A boys’ school? Stephen would be horrified."’ 
“I'm not so sure ... I don't think he'd have minded. 


grows up. You can hang on to the Dower House, after all, 
and the land. I'd sell, if I was you."* 
Far away the doorbell jangled. They groaned simultaneously. 
**At this hour! Who on earth. . . ?" 


™— “Till go, Mummy,” called Clare faintly from her bedroom 


over the porch. 
“She should have been asleep hours ago. Any excuse!"’ 
said Sybil, raising eyes to heaven. They listened to Clare's 


as she jumped the last three steps. 
“I bet she’s not wearing her slippers,"’ said Sybil. ‘‘Now, 


“*Let’s finish the beans first, then do it together,"’ Romy 
suggested. They worked in silence, stringing and slicing. 

“Mummy,"" said Clare. She stood in the doorway, dark 
curls tangled, dressing gown trailing its cord. 

“Where are your slippers?’’ asked Sybil automatically. 

ignored her aunt. *‘It's a man, Mummy,’’ she said 

excitedly. ‘‘He wants to see you. He told me to tell you he’s 
lasted more than five furlongs."’ 

Romy sprang up from the table. A bowl of beans went 
flying. ‘‘He said . . . five furlongs?" 
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FROM THE SERENE BEAUTY OF THE ENGLISH 
COUNTRYSIDE, TO THE TEEMING 
STREETS OF SHANGHAI, THEY FOLLOWED 
A RISING NEW STAR... 

ROMY —she was a wild Irish rose, tamed by an oh-so-proper 
marriage. She came to China secking romance and adventure, 

and found a passion wilder than her heart’s most secret 
dreams...STEPHEN—the proper Englishman, He left his 
manor for the mysterious East and found happiness in a 
mountain hut and an ancient land’s new cause... 
EUGENE—the American journalist, adventurer, rake. He 
was enchanted by revolutionary intrigue—and a pair of 
amber Irish eyes... 

IN ALAND OF SILK AND IVORY, POVERTY AND 
PAGEANTRY, A NEW RED STAR WAS RISING, 
BINDING THEM TOGETHER, CHANGING THEM 
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